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“Where is McKinley, Mark Hanna’s McKinley, 

His slave, his echo, his suit of clothes? 

Gone to join the shadows, with the pomps of that time. 

And the flame of that summer’s prairie rose. 

“Where is Cleveland whom the Democratic platform 
Read from the party in a glorious hour? 

Gone to join the shadows with pitchfork Tillman, 

And sledge-hammer Altgeld who wrecked his power. 

“Where is Hanna, bulldog Hanna, 

Low-browed Hanna, who said: ‘Stand pat’? 

Gone to his place with old Pierpont Morgan, 

Gone somewhere . . . with lean rat Platt. 

“Where is Roosevelt, the young dude cowboy. 

Who hated Bryan, then aped his way? 

Gone to join the shadows with mighty Cromwell 
And tall King Saul, till the Judgment Day. 

“Where is Altgeld, brave as the truth. 

Whose name the few still say with tears? 

Gone to join the ironies with Old John Brown, 

Whose fame rings loud for a thousand years. 

“Where is that boy, that Heaven-bom Bryan, 

That Homer Bryan, who sang from the West? 

Gone to join the shadows with Altgeld the Eagle, 

Where the kings and the slaves and the troubadours rest.”* 

Vachel Lindsay. 

• From ** Brytn, Bryim, m C^lkmi Porw/, by Vacbel lindwy, reprinted by 

of Tk Mncmilko Comptny, PybEshcit. 
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In Memory oj Paxton Hibben 


Only a few short years ago was it my good fortune to 
meet Paxton Hibben, but within that brief span we had many 
long conversations on the office of the biographer— as well 
as cabbages and kings. Possessing an extraordinary knowl- 
edge of history, politics, and human nature, Mr. Hibben was 
under no delusions about the slippery character of excursions 
into the literature of personalities. With gusts of sparkling 
laughter, he disposed of professional undertakers who lay 
out the letters, papers, and documents of deceased persons 
with the design of giving them immortality and pleasing 
widows. Nothing in the annals of printing amused him more 
than the full-length portraits of Lodge and Roosevelt, drawn, 
draped, and coloured by the eminent authors themselves so 
that posterity might not overlook their amplitude. With 
what avail? 

But, being a man of poise, Mr. Hibben did not at once 
jump over to the other side and conclude that the “new” 
school of biographers had discovered some final words. He 
knew that the stature of Napoleon was not in reality di- 
minished by folios containing authentic accounts of his follies, 
mistakes, weaknesses, and childish conceits. Paxton Hib- 
ben was equally aware of the commercial origins to which 
most of the “newest” sex biographies could be traced — sex 
being, next to stomach, the lowest common denominator of 
the human raws. ^‘There’s millions in it.”*While he loved 
to thwack magnificent hypocrites over their moral knuckles, 
he did not look upon the successful retailing of scandal as 
the noblest achievement of man. A student of social history 
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and social processes, Mr. Hibben believed that any note- 
worthy biography must be closely related to the intellectual 
currents of the age in which the character portrayed actually 
lived and worked. 

Since these, in general, were the views of Paxton Hibben 
with respect to the office of the biographer, it seerns fitting 
that this introduction should be devoted to expanding them 
—without committing him to the outcome. Those familiar 
with Western literature well know that, broadly speaking, 
biography runs parallel with historical writing— beginning 
with heroes and ending with statistics; from Alfred the 
Great, warrior and patron of learning, to Calvin Coolidge, 
civilian and economist. As late as 1840, Thomas Carlyle 
could write; “Universal History, the history of what man 
has accomplished in this world, is at bottom the History of 
the Great Men who have worked here.” That seems easy 
until some interloper asks: “Who are the Great?” and adds; 
“When?” Metternich saving monarchy from the flood or 
James Watt changing the face of industry with his steam 
engine? Bespangled Ludendorff marching from blaze to 
blaze or shabby Lenin brooding in Switzerland over the tides 
in human affairs? 

Whatever the upshot here, it is certainly true that the 
biographies of warriors and politicians (and frequently their 
lady friends, mistresses, and dictatresses) did long furnish 
the staples of history. But such biography was more than 
hero worship. Usually it was also partisan politics. In 
glorifying our heroes we magnify our party and belittle our 
opponents, flatter ourselves and make Lilliputs out of our 
foes. What a pleasing occupation! Twisted, turned, purled, 
and embroidered, such is the animus from which many t 
stately memoir proceeds. Pride, conceit, and damnation in 
hand-tooled bindings! In fact aaes of bic^aphies can be 
correctly located in the curve of emotions^prjuaing our 
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XV 


friends and banging our enemies, with more or less docu- 
mentary material as exhibits and alibis. 

No doubt the classical example under this head is the 
splendid life of George Washington written by John Mar- 
shall whose reddest anger could be sheathed in ice. Now, 
John Marshall was a very great man. Of course it is possible 
to show that his education was slight, that his clothes were 
seedy, that he played cards for money, and that he had a 
Rotarian eye for good real estate. So did many of his con- 
temporaries who began in obscurity and ended in oblivion. 
In truth Marshall was a grand Federalist politician — as much 
of a politician as Bryan or Roosevelt— and he wrote a story 
of Washington which was in gross and detail a Federalist 
stump speech, couched in the austere language of jurispru- 
dence, with appropriate damnation of Thomas Jefferson and 
his agrarian faction woven into the very warp and woof. 
Though the Sage of Monticello was quick to get the drift of 
the argument, an innocent youth who reads Marshall’s work 
to-day will miss the point as smoothly as he misses the polit- 
ical economy of Gulliver's Travels. But Marshall’s Life was 
a great biography, not to be compared with the compilations 
of Professor Jared Sparks, who was small enough to think 
that he was doing Washington a favour by correcting his 
bad grammar and misspelt words. 

Such political biography held the field almost undisputed 
until near the edge of the Twentieth Century when “scien- 
tific historians” came riding up to the fray. Then the pro- 
tective fur began to fly. These newcomers said that they were 
not interested in bolstering up or putting downparties, causes, 
sects, and factions. Their business, they announced, was to 
discover the truth about people, ideas, and things— to find 
out “how it actually happened.” Well, this was certainly 
a menace to heroic proportions and political perfection, for 
these searchers, armed with writs of assistance, pried into 
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dust-covered papers and printed volumes of documents not 
included in “definitive biographies,” making total wrecks 
of many noble traditions. 

While the scientific historians were getting under way, 
political economy and democracy were mopping up the 
remnants of feudalism — with its Coeur de Lions and Don 
Quixotes — and proclaiming the era of calculation and com- 
mon clay. Necessarily, the intellectual climate of this age was 
unfavourable to heroic stature. Moreover most of the out- 
standing figures of trade and manufacturing, in the first 
generation at least, came up from the ranks, from poverty to 
riches, from log cabins to palaces. So biography was yanked 
down out of Olympus. Caught between the scientific his- 
torians and the promoters of democracy, it lost its Jovian gilt. 
Indeed, far back, Napoleon himself discovered that he did 
not dare to call himself the son of God because it would make 
the fishwives of Boulogne laugh. 

As a later phase of democracy and prosperity, opened the 
epoch of armchairs, cigarettes, sweets, soft lights, and fiction. 
Whether intelligence of any kind, when, as, and if, can sur- 
vive it is as yet undecided by the Delphic oracles. To this 
upshot, I think, Paxton Hibben would agree with his charac- 
teristic: “Quite so, my friend, but ” 


Charles A. Beard. 



PART I 

THE HOUSE OF BONDAGE 



“And it shall be, when thy son asketh 
thee in time to come, saying: What is this? 
that thou shalt say unto him: By strength of 
hand the Lord brought us out from Egypt, 
from the house of bondage. . . . 

. they were sore afraid: and the chil- 
dren of Israel cried unto the Lord . . . 

“And Moses said unto the people, Fear 
ye not, stand still, and see the salvation of 
the Lord, which he will show you today. . . . 

"The Lord shall fight for you, and ye shall 
hold your peace.” 



CHAPTER I 


1860 

John Morrissey was twenty-nine in 1858 — no longer 
young for a prize fighter “whose days and nights,” said the 
Herald, “ are spent in carousing and other carnal pleasures.” 
But his fight with the “ Benecia Boy” for the championship 
of America and a purse of the staggering sum of 565,000 was 
the first big fight in nine years, and the newspapers were full 
of it. The Herald gave up its entire front page to the mill. 
The Tribune and Harper’s Weekly devoted column editorials 
to it. Leslie’s W eekly printed whole pages of pictures of ring- 
side scenes and the barroom orgies that followed. All in all, 
the Morrissey-Heenan fight was one of the great events of 
1858. 

So also was the first trip of the Overland Mail stage, fetch- 
ing the post from California by way of Tucson in the as- 
tounding time of ten days. The publication of The Courtship 
oj Miles Standish was an event too — five thousand copies sold 
before noon of the day of issue. 

But out in Illinois none of these epochal occurrences 
created a ripple. There two men were doggedly plugging 
away from Freeport on the north to Jonesboro in the heart of 
“Egypt,” travelling sometimes by train and sometimes by 
boat, but more often by bu^y over rough, dusty roads to ad- 
dress thousands of farmers who came from miles around and 
stood for hours in the hot afternoon sun of Indian summer to 
hear them. And that was what interested the people of 
Illinois. 

' They talked about slavery, these two men. They talked 
about the Constitution and the decisions of the Supreme 
Court. They even talked, guardedly and with evident re- 
luctance, about what might happen if the people of the 

3 



4 THE PEERLESS LEADER 

United States should decide in their majesty that the in- 
stitution of Negro slavery would have to end. And in what 
these two men had to say on that subject there was an 
undercurrent of threat, an undertone of tramping feet and 
beating drums. . . . 

One of the men was only five feet two, but with a massive 
head and a deep bass voice and a certain handsome opulence 
of appearance, a certain assured air of a man of the world. 
The other was more than a foot taller — ugly, uncouth, with a 
shrill voice and a gray Scotch shawl about his shoulders in 
the chill October mornings. Both men were tremendously in 
earnest. Sometimes they lost their tempers and called one 
another hard names. But in the main they spoke with the 
restraint of men discussing a desperate, perhaps an ir- 
remediable, situation that went to the very roots of what 
manner of government the people of the United States lived 
under in that day. 

It was in Egypt that the debates came to an end, in mid- 
October — Egypt, that point of Illinois thrust deep in the very 
flesh of the South, between Kentucky and Missouri — Stephen 
A. Douglas’s own adopted country, Egypt, peopled with 
spare, taciturn, suspicious men of the mountains of Vir- 
ginia and Kentucky and Tennessee, agape to find them- 
selves become overnight prosperous prairie farmers in what 
seemed to them a land flowing with milk and honey. That is 
why they called it “Egypt.” Southerners they were — 
Democrats of the type that made up the mob that swept 
Andrew Jackson into the White House. They were for 
Stephen A. Douglas to a man. 

In Egypt, the Little Giant boasted, he was going to “ trot 
Lincoln out.” So when the last debate took place at Alton the 
steamer White Cloud was chartered to fetch a boatload of 
Douglas rooters from St. Louis, and the railroads — always 
the friends of Judge Douglas — ran half-fare excursions to 
swell the crowd. In the milling jam of men waiting the ban- 
ning of the speeches, one man thrust aloft a quart bottb of 
whisky and screamed an invitarion f© the " Douglas boys” to 
come and drink. ... On the speakers’ platform w«re fathera! 
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all the leading Democrats of Egypt to do their hero hon- 
our. . . . 

The Hon. Silas Lillard Bryan, of Salem, Marion County, 
was only thirty -six. But he was nothing if not a leading 
Democrat. For six years he had represented the whole 
northeastern section of Egypt in the Illinois State Senate. 
Back in 1853 the Hon. Silas Bryan voted for Stephen A. 
Douglas for the United States Senate, and he was going to 
vote for him now. He knew Abe Lincoln, did Silas Bryan — 
Lincoln had been elected to the House when the Hon. Silas 
Bryan was in the Senate of the Illinois General Assembly. 
The Hon. Silas had very little use for Abraham Lincoln or 
any of his kind. Few who dwelt in Egypt had. 

That memorable campaign of 1858 was not the first time 
that the Hon. Silas Bryan had had the opportunity of voting 
for Abraham Lincoln for the United States Senate, or had en- 
joyed the occasion to vote against him. Three years previ- 
ous, Lincoln controlled all but four of the votes in the 
General Assembly necessary to send him to Washington. 
Unhappily those four were Democrats of the Hon. Silas 
Bryan’s own brand. Party was stronger with them than 
principle. Under the circumstances there was no way for 
Lincoln to be elected. So he stepped aside in favour of 
Lyman Trumbull. 

But the Hon. Silas Bryan would not vote for Trumbull 
either. Seven times he sat there with pursed lips, in frowning 
disapproval of Trumbull’s anti-slavery Democracy, and cast 
his vote for that noisy, swashbuckling Irish soldier of 
fortune, Major General James Shields, who once all but 
fought a duel with Abraham Lincoln — with cavalry broad- 
swords of the largest size. ... 

It was over there, just across the Mississippi from Alton. . . . 
Perhaps Abe Lincoln was thinking of that duel as he faced 
the howling crowd of “Douglas boys” in mid-October, 
1858. . . . 

Just the same, Linoaln’s friend Trumbull was elected to 
the ^ate in 1855, despite the Hon. Silas Bryan. And now 
here was Abe Lincoln again, once more running for the 
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Senate himself. Well, the Hon. Silas Bryan thought no bet- 
ter of him now than he had three years before. For the Hon. 
Silas was not one to blow hot and blow cold. When his mind 
was made up, it was made up. 

“No use pounding on the log,” he would snap at the 
lawyers pleading their cases before him on the Circuit Bench. 
“The coon’s out.” 

He meant that argument was futile. Judge Bryan had 
reached his decision. 

Judge Bryan had reached his decision also in the campaign 
of 1858 long before the Lincoln-Douglas debate at Alton. 
And when election day straggled from darkness, cold, wet 
and raw, the Hon. Silas Bryan recorded his decision with due 
solemnity at the polls. 

What amazed him and the rest of the Democrats of Egypt 
beyond measure was that this time Abraham Lincoln carried 
the State of Illinois by 4,085 votes. Had there been popular 
election of Senators he would have packed his carpet bag 
for a protracted stay in Washington in 1859, instead of two 
years later. True, the Hon. Silas Bryan was a great believer 
in the popular election of Senators. But this was an ex- 
ceptional case, of course. So he voted against Abraham 
Lincoln, the people’s choice, with a good conscience. And 
Lincoln was defeated. 

“Senator Douglas has achieved a signal triumph,” wrote 
Horace Greeley in the New York Tribum, About Abraham 
Lincoln he said nothing. By and large, Old Abe got little 
enough out of his senatorial campaign beyond a badly 
shattered law practice. 

Yet, somehow, Lincoln, would not down. Sila.s Bryan and 
the other Southern Democrats who peopled Egypt could 
vote against him as often as they liked— but there he was 
always bobbing up again, just as he had been bobbing up 
constantly in almost every campaign since he had been a 
clerk in a country store at New Salem, a quarter of a century 
earlier. 

The senatorial contest with Douglas was hardly over before 
this curiously uftdiscomfited man Lincoln was admitting to 
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Jesse Fell that he would like to be President! First one 
newspaper then another spoke of it: Abraham Lincoln for 
President in i860. 

To men like the Hon, Silas Bryan, with legitimate political 
aspirations of their own, the idea was preposterous. After all, 
the newspapers putting forward the suggestion were mostly 
small-town papers, in that vast, diverse Middle West that 
had never yet conceived a clear, sharply chiselled thought on 
any subject, social, political, economic, or religious. Who 
were they, anyhow, these people who had straggled over the 
sparsely settled prairie lands of Indiana, Illinois, Kansas, 
Nebraska, and Iowa, where they dwelt with so little homo- 
geneity in such fierce individualism? Relatively few were 
Virginia, Kentucky, and Tennessee mountaineers, like Silas 
Bryan and Abraham Lincoln. Who were the others — and why 
had they come? 

An intrepid, yet baffled, people, they seemed, ready to un- 
dergo every physical hardship to escape the more difficult 
problem of inner adjustment. Incapable of mental supple- 
ness, once they were confronted by the commercial develop- 
ment and the orgaanied exploitation arising along the At- 
lantic seaboard they could neither adapt themselves to 
changing conditions nor resist the trend of social and eco- 
nomic life. So they fled before a reality they could neither 
face nor fight. And conscious of this they brought with 
them to this new land a spirit of profound mistrust — of 
themselves, of their neighbours, above all, of the East they 
had left behind them — a sense of frustration that left them 
uncomprehending but resentful. 

To people of this mind, a figure at once groping and 
shrewd, pliable under compulsion yet yielding no essential, 
came to be a reflection of themselves. Their voice. To these 
people the slavery question was nothing. A red herring 
designed to befool the electorate. They were not to be misled 
by it. The slogan of the Free Soilers expressed exactly the 
thought of these Mid-Westerners: “Free Soil, Free Speech, 
Free Labour, Free Men.” They meant it in precisely that 
order. Even Kansas barred Negroes by its Constitution. 
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Illinois forbade Negroes to come into the state on pain of 
being knocked down to the highest bidder at public auction 
to pay the fine imposed by law for violating the prohibition^ 
What interested the people of the Middle West was not the 
slavery or the Negroes, but themselves, and their freedom 
from the commercial and industrial exploitation of the East. 
Abraham Lincoln stated their fears for them, simply and 
clearly, as he had a way of doing. He spoke of the danger of 
“ . . . the supplanting of the principles of free government and 
restoring those of classification, caste and legitimacy.” 

That, not slavery, was the issue as Abraham Lincoln saw it. 
It was the issue, too, as hundreds of thousands saw it 
throughout the great Middle West, where they had sought 
and found refuge from the relentless march of Eastern com- 
mercialism. They had fled once. Well, this time they would 
stand their ground and fight. 

So, on May i6, i860, forty thousand of them flocked to 
Chicago and tried to get into the Great Wigwam in Lake 
Street that could hold only ten thousand. To the Republicans 
who came from the East, to whom slavery appeared as the 
issue, the nomination of William H. Seward, the astute, the 
immaculate, was “pretty much a certain thing.”* Men polit- 
ically as sagacious as John Bigelow and William Cullen 
Bryant had not a doubt of the outcome. 

But the West knew better. To the West Seward was Wall 
Street, and the West feared and hated Wall Street as long 
ago as i86o.» It was what they had fled from; and it was now 
reaching out again to subjugate them. Perhaps if they had 
had no man of their own, they might have succumbed and 
in the end moved farther West— to Kansas or Nebraska or 
Iowa. But the West did have a man of its own. For years he 
had been going among them, making speeches, running for 
/office and occasionally holding one, talking, debating, mak- 
ing friends in a simple, neighbourly way. As much as they 
trusted anyone, they trusted him. At least Abraham Lincoln 
understood the angle of vision of these strangely thwarted 
and bewildered folk who were his own people. He understood 
it because it was his angle of vision, too. 
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So the West chose him. The West chose Abraham Lincoln. 

And the West made him President. 

Rapidly it grew into a legend in Illinois and all through 
the Middle West — a legend that by the time youths born at 
this period reached adolescence had become to be as im- 
mutable a pattern of life as the story of Joseph. 

It was the story of the son of a Southern mountaineer who 
had made his home in the newer lands of the Middle West. 
He began early to make political speeches and to aspire to 
elective honours. He studied law, but used the law as a 
stepping stone to political preferment rather than as a pro- 
fession. His whole political approach was Jeffersonian, 
individualistic, hostile to vast combinations of wealth. He 
sought a Federal job, and was refused. He served in Congress, 
not without honour. He debated up and down the country- 
side with one of the leading political figures of the day. He 
tried to be elected to the Senate of the United States and 
was defeated. One night, in the darkness of a box car, where 
neither man could see the other clearly, he confided to Henry 
Villard his ambition to be Senator — to be President. He was 
even a soldier in a war in which he saw no fighting. 

And finally, after long and arduous effort, “ this huckster 
in politics,” as Wendell Phillips called him, was nominated 
at Chicago by those who hated Wall Street and the whole 
commercial and industrial East, for the Presidency of the 
United States, in a “riot of sound that defied description.” 

Of the youths in whose lives this Lincoln legend was fore- 
doomed to play a capital role one was born to the Hon. Silas 
Bryan just two months before Abraham Lincoln was nom- 
inated in Chicago. For good and sufficient reasons this boy 
was named William Jennings. 

He, too, was the son of a Southern mountaineer, and in due 
time he, too, made his home in the newer lands of the Middle 
West. He began early to make political speeches and to 
aspire to elective honours. He studied law, but used the law 
as a stepping stone to political preferment rather than as a 
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profession. His whole political approach was Jeffersonian, 
individualistic, hostile to vast combinations of wealth. He 
sought a Federal job, and was refused. He served in Congress, 
and not without honour. He debated up and down the coun- 
tryside and in magazines and newspapers with the foremost 
political figures of his day. He tried to be elected to the 
Senate of the United States and was defeated. One night, in 
the darkness of their bedroom, he confided to Millard h'ill- 
more Dunlap his ambition to be Senator— possibly President. 
He was even a soldier in a war in which he saw no fighting. 

And finally, after careful and astute preparation, he also 
was nominated, at Chicago, for the Presidency of the 
United States, amid vast acclaim, and by those who hated 
Wall Street and the whole commercial and industrial Hast. 

So far as he could see, every single step had been placed 
with meticulous care in the very footprints of Abraham 
Lincoln. 

Yet there was something missing. Perhaps times had 
changed. Perhaps the lives of human beings do not invariably 
follow immutable patterns. 

Or perhaps there was something lacking in the man. 



CHAPTER II 


RACCOON TOWNSHIP 

XHE Hon. Silas Lillard Bryan was possessed by a great 
ambition. All his life he longed to be a country squire living 
on an estate of which he would rent the land to tenant 
farmers while he went to Congress. 

He came by his ambition naturally enough. For the Bryans 
were of those two hundred thousand Scotch-Irish immigrants 
who suddenly began to flood America in 1718 and for a 
generation scattered to the farthest reaches of the New 
World, infusing a new element into the blood of the Founding 
Fathers. Thrifty to the verge of miserliness, vigorous, hardy, 
industrious, the Scotch-Irish added to these qualities a con- 
viction that they were always right, rooted in the persuasion 
that their affairs were conducted by direct divine interven- 
tion. 

At first blush, it is true, there did appear to have been some 
mistake about this. For when the immigrants began to arrive 
they found all the good holdings along the seaboard in the 
hands of the ungodly and nothing left for God’s favourite 
children but the sterile mountain country toward the 
Western frontier in Tennessee, Kentucky, and Ohio. As there 
seemed to be nothing to do about it for the moment they 
shouldered their axes, their seed potatoes, the newly in- 
vented rifle, and a few modest belongings wrapped up in a 
bed quilt, and trudged off along the almost impassable roads, 
their women folk following behind. So far as the Scotch-Irish 
were concerned, the glory of being pioneers was dust and 
ashes. It was a state of affairs to be remedied as soon as 
possible. 

Among these, the Bryans found themselves pushed up 
summarily into the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains,. 

11 
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at the edge of the princely domain of Lord Fairfax. The 
nearest town was Sperryville — a dozen houses. From its 
barren heights the disillusioned Scotch-Irish looked dourly 
down upon the broad acres, the deer parks, the indolent 
slaves, and the generous manors of the rich and well born, 
where a constant stream of gentlemen and ladies attended by 
their bodyservants seemed to come and go as to open house. 
To the newly arrived, sombrely religious immigrants from 
Ireland, fortified by one or another of the narrower Calvinist 
creeds, the prosperity of the roisterers and blasphemers who 
had got there firsP was an affront to a stern God. Economic 
and religious factors became inextricably interwoven in their 
minds. The Bryans, “believing emphatically in a prayer- 
hearing and prayer-answering God,”- kept the burden of 
their prayers that they, an elect people, might do at least 
as well in the world as the rich and well born who held the 
whip hand of government in the Old Dominion, and who 
persecuted the newcomers relentlessly as dissenters from the 
Church of England.® Especially were Baptists harried and 
tormented— and both the Bryans and the Lincolns were 
Baptists. 

The Scotch-Irish did more than pray about it, however. 
In due season, when the Colonies were free from British rule 
at last, and the hour of reckoning appeared to be at hand 
for the luxurious, easy-going folk of the Virginia lowlands, 
these hard-bitten mountaineers voted for Andrew Jackson 
for President of the United States and had the satisfaction 
of seeing one of their own breed swept into the White House, 
followed by a gloating, cheering mob of just such as they. 

That year Silas Bryan turned seven. 

He had been born in a double log cabin, where the base- 
ment was living room, dining room, and kitchen, with a huge 
fireplace at one end. The floor above boasted four tiny rooms 
where father, mother, and the four girls slept. The six boy.s 
slept in the attic. It was a hard life, and when Silas Bryan 
was six his mother, Nancy Lillard, gave it up. Two years 
later, Silas Bryan’s father, John Bryan, gave it up, ti»o. 
By this time they had moved to the banks of the Kanawha 
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in western Virginia, where the land was poorer and the work 
harder. 

On the whole the childhood of Silas Bryan left just two 
indelible impressions upon him. He recalled the vast estates 
of the Virginia country squires that lay between the Blue 
Ridge Mountains and Richmond, with their fertile land, 
their deer parks and their commodious mansions. Back in 
Sperryville, he would go to the edge of a clearing and look 
down upon them, spread out before him like a map. To the 
barefoot, undernourished boy clad in a single garment, 
they were the symbol of success in the world. He dreamed of 
owning just such another himself, one day — deer park and 
all. It was a dream that persisted all his life, and that, in a 
way, he realbed. 

The second childhood memory that stuck to Silas Bryan, 
and to many another like him, was the triumph of Andrew 
Jackson. It was in a very real sense his triumph, and that of 
all the defrauded who had come too late to the land of 
Great Opportunity. The Lord of Hosts at last led His chosen 
people to victory. By the sheer weight of their numbers the 
illiterate, austere, resentful mountain folk wrested the 
government of the country from the hands of the rich and 
the well born. While he was yet a lad Silas Bryan saw the 
meek quite literally inherit the earth through the lowly 
instrumentality of the ballot. A steadfast conviction of the 
infallibility of the process remained with him all his life, 
as immutable as if it had been set down in Holy Writ. 

He handed it on to his children as the most precious of all 
possible legacies. . 

As he grew older, orphaned and bandied about from rel- 
ative to relative, one other principle developed from the 
youthful experience of Silas Bryan. He perceived more and 
more clearly that the one transcendent advantage which the 
rich and the well born possessed over the humble who so 
greatly outnumbered them lay not in their slaves or their 
deer parks or the prodigality of their mode of life but in their 
mipctior education. Who would beat them must beat them 
on thw own ground. Education was a tool essential to the 
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achievement of any kind of success. Wherefore Silas Bryan 
set out to get himself the best education he could manage. 

There was very little of this commodity to be had in the 
South anywhere in 1830, at least by the poor but honest. 
And there was none whatever to be had in the mountains of 
West Virginia. Public schools were as yet undreamed of, 
and illiteracy ran high among the Scotch-Irish immigrants. 
They were far too busy taming the wilderness to make the 
acquaintance of any book save the Bible. Besides, young 
Silas Bryan had to work for his board and keep. There was 
no magic about being an orphan that entitled him to go to 
school, even if there had been a school to go to. On the other 
hand, he was free. If he did not like it at Point Pleasant he 
could move farther West. From Maine to Florida a steady 
stream was flowing uphill from the Atlantic seaboard to the 
Mississippi Valley — afoot, on horseback, in wagons, by rafts 
on the rivers, or by canal boats on the newly built waterways 
of Pennsylvania and New York. They were of all kinds, except 
rich. They were of every blood and every cast of political 
thought and every religious conviction, or none at all. Never 
since the beginning of history had so many people of such 
differing origins and backgrounds jumbled themselves to- 
gether in a common enterprise to make up that “Western 
type which in politics and industry became ultimately the 
American type.”'* 

The Bryans were among them. Silas Bryan’s brother Wil- 
liam was the first to go. He settled near Troy, Missouri. Of 
Silas’s sisters, Jane and Martha went to Gallipolis, Ohio. 
Nancy married George Baltzell, and they set up housekeep- 
ing at Walnut Hill, in Marion County, Illinois. When he was 
eighteen It came Silas Bryan’s turn. There was an academy 
near Troy, where his brother William lived. That was what 
Silas Bryan wanted. There he could get the education he 
coveted. So the year the whole Ohio valley was ablMC with 
bonfires and barbecues and log-cabin parades for the clectioni 
of “Tippecanoe and Tyler, too,” Silas Bryan swept down 
the river past William Henry Harrison’s home at North 
Bend, carrying with him a somewhat disojrdant baggage in 
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his inflexible Baptist convictions and his dream of a vast 
estate with a deer park, a commodious manor, and a seat in 
Congress. Other baggage he had none. 

There were two types of the mountain people who moved 
West in those days: the Thomas Lincolns and the Silas 
Bryans. The former were an amiable, good-for-little lot, who 
moved because they could not make a living where they were. 
They were always moving. In a sense the Silas Bryans, also, 
sought escape from reality — a pot of gold at the foot of a 
rainbow. But there was a difference in dynamics. The Bryans 
moved because they did not like the kind of living they made 
where they were. 

Silas Bryan came as near as most men to the achievement 
of his ambition. The Illinois State Senate had to do duty for 
Congress, it is true. But he did own broad acres before he 
died; he did keep open house in a way; he wore a tall silk 
hat and mutton-chop whiskers and was very dignified and 
aloof — a personage in the community. He even managed the 
deer park. But it was rather a scraggly affair, and with the 
Hon. Silas Bryan’s frugal and abstemious habits his open 
house bordered on the austere — family prayers thrice a day 
and a reading of the Bible in the evening, instead of punches 
and whist and the conscious interplay of sex in highly roman- 
tic trappings of the authentic South. But what Silas Bryan 
achieved of his ambitions was, as with the general run of 
mankind, precisely what he was capable of achieving and no 
more. For the Hon. Silas Bryan was at bottom a Puritan 
with only a very small corner of the soul of a cavalier. 

Within a year and half the modest academy at Troy, Mis- 
souri, had given Silas Bryan all it could. So he bade his 
brother William good-bye and crossed into that part -of 
Illinois already dubbed “Egypt,” where his sister Nancy 
lived. It was not Nancy Baltzell, with her “motherly care 
and prayers,”® that Silas Bryan came to seek in Raccoon 
Township at nineteen, however. There was a Methodist col- 
lege just a few miles through the woods from Nancy’s 
“cultured and refined home.”® It was that college that Silas 
Bryan had in mind. 
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He would have preferred, of course, to receive his collegiate 
instruction at the hands of sound Baptists rather than the 
less austere followers of John Wesley, who conducted the 
tiny college in the wilderness, six years younger than Silas 
Bryan himself. Lebanon boasted only two hundred souls and 
McKendree College only twenty-one students; there were 
but three besides himself in Silas Bryan’s graduating class- 
one student for each professor. The Reverend Erastus Went- 
worth, the president of this institution of higher learning, 
was set down by his contemporaries as “ a genius with literary 
tastes and acquisitions.’”^ In time these led him to the 
broader field of editing the Ladies' Repository, and Golden 
Hours, which described itself as a refined magazine for boys 
and girls. In Silas Bryan the Reverend Erastus Wentworth 
inculcated the rudiments of Mental and Moral Science. 

The entire faculty of McKendree College consisted of 
Methodist ministers. Indeed, Raccoon Township was as 
much a Methodist community as Sperryville had been a 
Baptist one. The very year Silas Bryan’s father moved from 
the Blue Ridge Mountains to West Virginia the great 
Lorenzo Dow halted his covered wagon on Walnut Hill and 
preached from the text: “The end of all things is at hand; 
be ye therefore sober, and watchful unto prayer.”® He was 
wrong. It was not the end but the beginning of all things in 
that part of the world. 

Nor were the inhabitants of Egypt as watchful unto prayer 
as they might be. They danced the Irish Trot all night to the 
tune of “Hell Up the Wabash” or the “ Devil’s Dream”* 
and consumed a vast amount of corn whisky in the process. 
The operations of sex attraction were swift and fatal. Many 
a lad of seventeen married a girl of fourteen, and the two faced 
sixty to seventy years of married life and a family of ten 
children with the hardihood of sheer youth. Divorce was 
almost unknown, and a divorced woman was "looked upon 
with suspicion and contempt by all.”“ Tliere were even said 
to be a great many witches in that part of Egypt just south 
of McKendree College.” But as there was also a famous witch 
master who knew how to get bewitched <»ws out of mud 
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holes by laying the open Bible on their backs^^ the com- 
munity felt safe. 

With such godless goings on as this Silas Bryan, of course, 
had no truck. However, that education he set such store by 
came hard. He cut wood every Saturday, worked as a farm 
hand during vacation, and a little later taught school at 
Walnut Hill to earn the money to pay for it. He and another 
lad built themselves a shack in the woods near the college 
and kept bachelor quarters together to save board and lodg- 
ing. They did their own cooking, and Silas fell ill of it. It 
began to look as if he would never achieve that education, 
after all. 

So Silas Bryan entered into a solemn compact with his 
Creator. If Divine Providence would so prosper him that he 
might live and secure his degree from McKendree College, 
he for his part would offer up a prayer to God three times a 
day for the remainder of his life, no matter where he might be. 
God did prosper Silas Bryan. He did graduate from Mc- 
Kendree College, nine years after he had come West in quest 
of an education. It is perhaps the most characteristic thing 
in the man’s whole life that, to his dying day, he scrupulously 
kept his vow. 

If Silas Bryan had any minor vices, aside from a fondness 
for practical jokes and a passion for singing when he could not 
carry a tune, there is no record of it. True, he chewed to- 
bacco; but everyone did in that day and neighbourhood — 
except the women. They took snuflF. Even tobacco Silas 
Bryan foreswore when dyspepsia came upon him in his 
middle years. Some of the girls he taught in the subscription 
school were older than he — full blown, deep bosomed, dis- 
turbing; and kissing was common enough.*® But education 
was Silas Bryan’s mistress. He was a single-track individual 
to whom promiscuity of any kind was repugnant. 

Religion came nearest to being Silas Bryan’s vice. Yet 
even in that he was too self-conscious to yield to the more 
boisterous evidences of the descent of the spirit upon the 
troubled soul of man customary in the fall camp meeting in 
southern Illinois. Almost every pious person shouted a little 
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toward midnight, when waves of emotional excitement swept 
over the hundreds of men and women crowded against one 
another in the dim light of the great revival shed and sent 
them grovelling in ecstasy on the floor or perhaps apart, 
out among the saplings, where there was no light at alld^ 
There was a fine reserve about Silas Bryan that would 
not permit him to give himself, unrestrained, to all and 
sundry. 

Silas Bryan was twenty-six when he rounded the first 
corner of his career by graduating from McKendree College. 
For a penniless young man ambitious to go to Congress the 
law was the one open door. There were less than a hundred 
and fifty lawyers in Illinois, and reading law was a more or 
less perfunctory affair. But even an ambitious young college 
graduate has to live. So Silas Bryan returned to school 
teaching while he looked into Blackstone. 

There were still no public schools in Egypt.’"' What educa- 
tion the youths and maidens of Marion County had meted 
out to them with a ferrule was paid for by subscription and 
administered in somebody’s abandoned log cabin, with 
puncheon floor, slab seats for the pupils, and hewn logs as 
desks. Everyone studied aloud in a droning whisper, and 
geography was taught by singing crude rhymes. The teacher 
was despised by pupils and community alike as a weakling 
who took to the effeminate business of teaching because he 
could not do a man’s work in a man’s world. It wounded 
Silas Bryan’s pride, so he set about agitating for public 
schools. Shortly he found himself elected county school 
superintendent. 

It was Silas Bryan’s first taste of public office, and he was 
tremendously elated by it. He conceived himself an authority 
on education forthwith. For years he would visit the nearest 
available school as regularly as Friday afternoon rolled 
around, sit on the platform by the teacher’s desk, and de- 
liver himself of a homily sprinkled with quotations from the 
Book of Proverbs. The school children loved these visits. 
It meant no lessons while the great man talked. 

Eleven years after Silas Bryan had floated down the Ohio 
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without one broad copper to rub against another he was ad- 
mitted to the bar of Marion County. There Lyman Trumbull 
was an occasional practitioner, and Abraham Lincoln’s 
friend Joseph Gillespie, and Sidney Breese, “ the Webster of 
Illinois.”-^ He had come far, had Silas Bryan. He was a man 
of consequence in the community, with the future clear before 
him. But he was unmarried, and a man in public life at 
twenty-nine was expected to furnish society those indis- 
pensable gauges of respectability, conservatism, and seemly 
behaviour, a wife and children. 

The step need not, of course, be taken impetuously. A 
commendable prudence might profitably be yoked to pas- 
sion, with a weather eye on political advantages to be 
gained and, perhaps, not too far distant, that country seat 
with its deer park. For practical considerations such as these, 
no family in Raccoon Township so recommended itself to the 
attention of Silas Bryan as that of Israel Jennings. 

Born prior to the Revolutionary War, Israel Jennings had 
moved to Kentucky about the same time that Thomas 
Lincoln had. When Illinois became a state he moved once 
more and was the second man to purchase cheap government 
land in Marion County. In due time he became the largest 
landowner in the county, a politican who served his terms 
in the Illinois General Assembly at Vandalia, and a Demo- 
crat of the kind Andrew Jackson turned into postmasters. 
Once, when Israel Jennings first arrived in the Illinois 
wilderness, one of his daughters died, and he had to fell a 
tree and hollow it out to make a coffin for her. Old Israel 
Jennings figured that when his time came there would be 
no one in the puny generation of his oflFspring able to per- 
form so considerable a feat. So he went to St. Louis and 
fetched him back a metal coffin to have handy about the 
house.^® For forty years he kept it, and when he died was 
buried in it. Nothing went to waste in the household of Israel 
Jenninp. 

Eight children had Israel Jennings in all, and countless 
grandchildren. Of his sons the most prosperous by far was 
Charles, whose thousand acres of prairie land hardly com- 
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pensated for a large family of girls who had to be married off 
to someone. It was a rare opportunity for an ambitious 
young man like Silas Bryan. Here were wealth, position, 
political influence, and widespread family connections, all 
in the person of Mariah Elizabeth Jennings, daughter of 
Charles and granddaughter of old Israel and one of the pupils 
in Silas Bryan’s school. Not only that, but Mariah Elizabeth 
Jennings even at seventeen possessed distinct qualities of hei 
own. There was in her little of that hard acquisitiveness of 
the men of her family. She loved music and clung to the 
richer emotional experiences of the worship of God accord- 
ing to the rite of John Wesley. Even when the preacher read 
out the hymns two lines at a time, and the congregation sang 
the two lines and then waited for the reading of the next two, 
her emotional response to the sound of human voices blended 
was not dissipated. She was tall, straight, upstanding— the 
type of the mountain woman— with brown hair, gray eyes, a 
large nose, high cheek bones, and the freshness of youth as 
her chief attraction. What eagerness there was in the court- 
ship of Silas Bryan and Mariah Elizabeth Jennings was hers. 
He was cautious, conscious of his superior years and learning, 
treated her as a child. But in him she saw the potential 
great man, on that account distant and reserved, whose 
handmaiden she would be glad to be. 

For Silas Bryan the match was excellent from every 
point of view. Old Israel Jennings was proud of his new 
grandson — he saw not a pin’s difference between their re- 
spective outlooks upon life. Nor indeed was there. The same 
year he was married, with the backing of the Jennings family 
and its connections, Silas Bryan was elected to the Illinois 
State Senate, and he and his youthful bride moved to 
Salem, the county seat. The Hon. Silas Bryan was thirty. 
But he was well on his way. 

Success had its price. The very year of the lincoin- 
Douglas debates, when Democracy rode triumphant for the 
last time, the Hon. Silas Bryan in its train, he recorded in 
the family Bible the deaths within a w««k of two of his 
children: 
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Virginia and John both had whooping cough as the primary- 
disease. Inflamation of the lungs set in with Virginia and inflama- 
tion of the bowels with John, 

set down the meticulous mind. Then the heart spoke: 

I make the above record this loth day of February 1858 in great 
distress of mind about my beloved children not feeling that I 
can ever be reconciled to their loss or that the Lord will ever bless 
me hereafter with children that will give me so much satisfaction 
as these precious children. Thank God that I feel that I am their 
father still and that I will be with them soon. 

They had died just at Christmas, almost two months 
before. But under the Hon. Silas Bryan’s aloof, precise, stern 
mask of pride, the wound was still bleeding. 

For the remainder of his days Christmas brought no joy 
to Silas Bryan. 



CHAPTER III 


EGYPT 

The year i860 was election year, and by March 19th, the 
political pot was already boiling. The soured and lonely man 
in the White House was too old to succeed himself, even if 
he had wanted to. The field was open to favourite sons, and 
there was a plethora of them. 

For four years the Hon. Stephen A. Douglas of Illinois 
had worked hard to be the Democratic nominee. There 
was, in fact, very little that he had not done to win the coveted 
prize, for the Democratic nomination in i860 was equivalent 
to election. There was no other political party worthy the 
name. The old Whigs were as dead as Henry Clay, so long 
their leader. The Know Nothings had fallen into a somno- 
lence from which they were not to be awakened for half a 
century. The newly launched Republican party had given 
no signs of formidable strength with Fremont as candidate. 
It was as plain as any political fact ever is that the next 
President of the United States would be chosen at the 
Democratic national convention at Charleston, South 
Carolina, a month later. Already the Northern newspapers 
complained that the Carolinians were preparing to gouge the 
delegates by charging ^5 a day for room and board. Perhaps, 
had the hotel rates been less, the convention might not 
have adjourned when it did, and the Hon. Stephen A. Doug- 
las might have been the candidate of a united Democracy 
and sixteenth President of the United States. By such 
slender threads hangs the fate of nations. 

But on Monday, March 19, i860, the Hon. Stephen A. 
Douglas was clearly worried. He scurried about the Senate 
chamber with a genial smile and a hearty hand grip, adroitly 
attempting to put out little sparks that kept flaming up 
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in that powder mill that was the Thirty-sixth Congress. 
There was, for example, the Hon. Jefferson Davis of Missis- 
sippi pressing “a bill to sell arms to the States,” from the 
arsenals of a still united nation. What a thing to do, with 
everyone so jumpy over a possible armed conflict between 
the states! The Hon. Stephen A. Douglas and the Hon. 
Jefferson Davis had precious little in common. Throughout 
the Charleston convention to come the Hon. Jefferson 
Davis was to receive precisely one vote, and no more, for 
the Democratic nomination for President of the United 
States, while the political fortunes of Senator Douglas rose 
and fell and were lost forever. 

Then there was that stubborn, hot-headed tailor, the Hon. 
Andrew Johnson of Tennessee, who insisted on consideration 
of the Homestead Bill; and in the House of Representatives, 
Experience Estabrook, Delegate from the Territory of 
Nebraska, presenting a bill to make Nebraska a state, 
cleverly hidden away in whose more obscure clauses was a 
provision to grant alternate sections of the public land to 
financial interests in the East “for the construction of cer- 
tain railroads therein.” Everything that was going on in the 
nation’s capital that 19th of March, i860, was a source of 
anxiety to the Hon. Stephen A. Douglas of Illinois and 
portentous to the future of the country. 

But out in Illinois Mariah Elizabeth Bryan on that day 
gave birth to her fourth and then only living male offspring. 
Silas Bryan wanted to call the boy William after that 
brother to whom Silas had first come West twenty years 
previous, in Troy, Missouri. But the child’s mother wanted 
him named Jennings, for old Israel. As there were sound 
practical reasons for that, he was called both. 

A sturdy youngster, he sat on the floor of the tiny Salem 
house whose joists the Hon. Silas Bryan had himself hewn, 
and widened his mouth by sucking his fist, while Silas Bryan 
made speeches for the Hon. Stephen A. Douglas. The re- 
verberations of the bitterest campaign the country had yet 
known were only so much bewildering noise to young William 
Jennings Bryan; muddy-booted farmers coming and going 
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with a great clatter; a vast deal of loud talking that meant 
nothing; a strained air of stimulation that even a child 
could feel. Then, suddenly, in place of all this hubbub, omi- 
nous quiet, more awesome still; men whispering together in 
dark corners; men coming and going furtively; an electric 
atmosphere of suppressed excitement; and after a long time 
the rolling of drums, the thump of marching feet along the 
dusty road. 

As the child grew older and began to put little things to- 
gether in his mind it seemed strange that there were no able- 
bodied men about — a world of women and old men and 
children. Mostly of women. Women tortured by anxiety; 
dry eyed with grief; black robed and sullen in despair. A 
world in which boys and girls alike played all day at being 
soldiers, and old men sat in the sun on the horse blocks 
around the court-house square, garrulously reminiscent of 
other wars, their toothless mouths filled with queer-sounding 
words: Cerro-Gordo, Churubusco, Chapultepec. 

The conflict between the states was not an event apart 
from the lives of those who dwelt in Egypt. It was their 
lives. War was on three sides of them, in Missouri and Ken- 
tucky. Above all it was in their hearts and minds, omni- 
present. For the sympathy of the Bryans’ neighbours was 
with the South. The war, according to “Black Jack” Logan, 
the Indian-blooded Congressman from Cairo, ^ was “a 
damned abolition crusade.” He even raised an “Egyptian 
Corps” for the Confederate army and took it as far as 
Paducah himself,® before he decided suddenly to accept a 
commission as brigadier general in the Union army and do 
his personal fighting on the other side. Later General Ijsgan 
became a worthy running mate to the Plumed Knight — the 
man who “snatched the mask of Democracy from the hide- 
ous face of rebellion.” The story ran about the Court House 
of Salem that the Hon. John Martin, a sterling Democrat, 
would go into the brick safe in his office and hallo for Jefferson 
Davis to his soul’s content and then come out and become 
bustling and assiduous in support of the Union. He, also, 
received a brigade in the Union ar-my. 
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There were many who wanted to join Egypt to the South 
and made no bones about it.® Resolutions were openly 
adopted declaring that: 

the interest of citizens of Southern Illinois imperatively de- 
mand at their hands a division of the State. We hereby 
pledge ourselves to use all means in our power to effect the 
same, and attach ourselves to the Southern Confederacy.^ 

Some political genius on another occasion moved to 

seize the money in the hands of the Sheriff to defray the ex- 
penses of arming and equipping soldiers for the Southern army.® 

But while many a soldier for the Southern army was armed 
and equipped in Egypt, it was not habitually done out of 
the public funds. 

So far as the Bryans’ own Marion County was concerned, 
the rolls of its men serving in the Union forces are copiously 
sprinkled with the laconic notation: Deserted. One whole 
regiment recruited in Egypt had to be arrested, disarmed, 
and placed under guard. When the draft was finally 
resorted to there were riots in southern Illinois that made 
those of New York pacific demonstrations by contrast.® 
The Federal authorities found it difficult to make men fight 
for what they did not believe. 

They did their sanguinary best, however. “Every Demo- 
crat who did not openly and actively support the Adminis- 
tration and the war was labelled a venomous ‘copperhead,’ 
at once a Southern sympathizer and a traitor to the Union.”^ 
As the copperhead is a particularly poisonous snake indige- 
nous to southern Illinois the meaning was clear. It was by no 
means easy walking for Silas Bryan and his fellow Democrats 
of Egypt. All sorts of dignitaries of the party of Andrew 
Jackson— including even judges and former state senators, 
like the Hon. Silas Bryan himself — were arrested wholesale, 
held without trial for months, only to be released just as 
arbitrarily, without exoneration. Less prominent Democrats 
were simply taken out and flogged by bands of “Union 
Regulators,”® or warned to leave the country.® As for the 
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guarantees of the Bill of Rights they were laughed at.« 
General Burnside’s whiskers earned him no more enduring 
fame than his action in suspending the publication of two 
Democratic newspapers* by military order. It took all Abe 
Lincoln’s tact to still the storm that swept his state over the 
affair. Poor old Abe was no longer a hero among his own 
people.^ One gathers that the people who had made Abe 
Lincoln what he was took little pride in the job. 

The Democrats of Egypt were bitter, but they were not 
supine. Brutality was a game two could play at. The 
Knights of the Golden Circle, an organization with many 
of the features if not quite the earning power of the Ku KIux 
Klan of half a century later, reached into every county of 
southern Illinois. It did what it could not only to resist the 
swift trend to centralization which the Republican party 
was hatching in the incubator of war, but to pay off a few 
political and personal grudges into the bargain. 

Union men were seized and whipped and sometimes driven from 
their homes; in numerous instances they were shot down, even in 
their own homes, by rebel sympathizers.^ 

War, in short, was hell long before Gen. Sherman discovered 
it. 

The Hon. Silas Bryan, however, had a canny sense of what 
was impending. He had served eight years in the Senate of 
the Illinois General Assembly, and it was time to move up a 
rung in the political ladder, anyhow. A seat on the circuit 
bench was not only more profitable but a vast deal safer in 
war time than one in the legislative chambers at Springfield, 
or Washington, either. Not that either was any too secure 
for a Democrat as the war progressed. Once the Hon. Silas 
Bryan was driving along a lonely country road when a boy 
in a field warned him that a band of Union Regulators was 
just ahead, attending to the case of an obstinate Democratic 
farmer. The Hon. Silas Bryan was well known, and the out- 
look was far from reassuring. He reined in Mike, the old 

*The Chicago Times and the Jonesboro GesMiti- 
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white horse, stepped stiffly out of his buggy, placed his tall 
silk hat on the ground, and knelt by the roadside in prayer. 

God heard him. 

It was about the time that William Jennings Bryan was a 
year old that the Hon. Silas Bryan became Judge Bryan of 
the second judicial circuit including the whole northern end 
of Egypt. It was not that he retired from active politics or 
in any sense abandoned the principles of Andrew Jackson, 
which he regarded as at once the sole guide to political health 
for the distracted country and the sole road to the political 
preferment of the Hon. Silas Bryan. In this respect he 
differed from such impudent opportunists as General John A. 
Logan and General John Martin. But Silas Bryan knew a 
storm when he saw one, and the war between the states was 
a storm a prudent mariner would do well to ride out under 
bare sticks. 

True, the midwar elections of 186a were encouraging to 
the Democrats of Illinois. They gained a sweeping victory,^® 
and throughout the land those high in authority looked 
upon the amazing career of the rail splitter in the White 
House as ended. In the House of the Illinois General As- 
sembly a resolution pronounced the war a failure and called 
for an armistice between North and South to discuss terms 
of peace. In the end the Governor had to prorogue the 
Legislature to choke off heaven only knew what treasonable 
action by the President’s own state. Judge Bryan rubbed his 
hands with satisfaction. In June, 1863, with the military 
outlook at its blackest, forty thousand Democrats, Judge 
Bryan among them, assembled in the state capital and 
declared the “further offensive prosecution of this war 
tends to subvert the constitution and the government, and 
entail upon this nation all the disastrous consequences of 
misrule and anarchy. Their idea was that such disastrous 
consequences to this nation could be conjured by making it 
into two nations. 

All of these developments were not simply vague unco- 
ordinated happenings passing over the head of a child too 
young to grasp their significance. Elsewhere in the country 
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they might have proved no more. But the bitternesses 
aroused in Egypt by war on the very doorsills of the in- 
habitants persisted long after the events themselves had 
passed into history. They were what men, and women too, 
talked about as young William Jennings Bryan grew up. 
They constituted the sombre background of his childhood 
and youth. 

As the war between the states drew to a close and Wuiiam 
Jennings Bryan came gradually to a certain consciousness of 
what was going on, the savagery all about hirn became in- 
tensified. Guerrilla warfare was open and merciless.” Bands 
of “Butternuts” raided Egypt from Missouri; bands of 
Union Vigilantes retaliated upon local Democrats with buck- 
ets of hot tar and a ripped feather bed, with blacksnake 
whips, or more handily with a bight of hempen rope flung 
over a low-hanging bough. Thousands of terrified Negroes 
from the invaded states flooded Egypt, overrunning the 
country, homeless, pathetic, unwanted. On their heels came 
the returning soldiers, swaggering, drunken, barbarous, pos- 
sessed by a lust for all the good things of life they had been 
deprived of so long— comfort, food, women, power. ^ Driven 
like a wedge into the South, where the great open highways 
of the Ohio and Mississippi rivers met, Egypt caught it all. 
The backwash of war. The sinister underside of killing men 
wholesale. Poverty. Misery. Disease. Maimed and crippled 
men. Wretchedness. Cruelty. Want. And, above all, the 
■ minds of men brutalized and disordinate, loosed from the 
secure moorings of custom and habit. 

It was in the midst of such things as these that the child- 
hood years of William Jennings Bryan were passed—the 
swiftly hardening mould in which the man is cast. Even 
after the war was over and the men folk had straggled home 
to fill the court-house square again every Saturday, William 
Jennings Bryan's world still remained a world of women. 
For with the advent of two more children during the war the 
little house in town grew too small for Judge Bryan’s grow- 
ing family. The time had come, if ever, for the long-dreamed- 
of country place. So Judge Bryan bought him 488 teres a 
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mile from town, and built the long-dreamed mansion — a 
prison-like structure of brick — and set off fourteen woodeo 
acres for the long-dreamed deer park. 

It had its disadvantages. The children were more or less 
isolated, cut off from the common play of town youngsters. 
Also, there was no little work connected with the pretentious 
new house and the sheep and the horses and the cows and 
their calves and the chickens — not to speak of the deer. 
Everyone had to do his share of it, and that kept the children 
from running about the neighbourhood. They could not go to 
school in town, either. It was too far. So it was Mariah 
Elizabeth Bryan who did the teaching as well as the house- 
work, the churning, the putting up of preserves and the 
general chores about house and garden, and the childbearing 
to boot. The Judge’s circuit comprised five counties, and he 
was away a great deal more than he was at home. Those who 
enclosed the childhood and boyhood of William Jennings 
Bryan within their circle were almost exclusively women, 
and what is perhaps equally significant, women older than he. 

There was his mother — “a woman of many praiseworthy 
traits” among which frugality ranked highest and an iron 
hand in the discipline of the children only slightly lower. “A 
remarkably strong-minded, clear-headed Christian woman,” 
said the neighbours. There was little of softness about Mariah 
Elizabeth Bryan. There was Aunt Jane Cheney, Silas Bryan’s 
oldest sister, one of those who had gone West — to Gallipolis, 
Ohio — when Silas was a boy, back in Virginia. She was “the 
idolized aunt around whom all the nieces and nephews clus- 
tered, who regarded her as an elderly saint.” With her spruce 
black silk dress with a white collar and a black cape, her 
hair parted primly in the middle above a round face, a comb 
standing high at the back. Auntie was the sort of person of 
whom everyone said: “She was never heard to utter an un- 
kind word s^ainst any of God’s creationg.”^^ 

Closer to Willy Bryan, there was Mollie Smith, the or- 
phaned dat^htcr of Silas Bryan’s sister Martha, who had 
gone to GallipoHs, too, in the old days, and died there. Silas 
Bryan adopted Mollie; she lived with the Bryans, doing all 
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the lighter housework, helping with the children, even taking 
a spell at teaching them when Mariah Elizabeth was too 
busy with more urgent matters^— which was often. Little 
blue-eyed, roly-poly Mollie Smith with her round face and 
her blonde ringlets and that short upper lip, which makes 
so much for prettiness if not for beauty, she was just as much 
older than Willy Bryan as Silas Bryan was older than his 
wife. So the difference in their ages did not seem so great to 
either of them. Which was important. 

And finally there was Willy Bryan’s older sister — so 
daring, so popular, so handsome, so much the leader among 
all the Salem youngsters. Willy adored her. He slept in the 
trundle bed with her — the trundle bed that during the day 
was hidden under the magnificent canopied walnut bedstead 
of Judge and Mariah Elizabeth Bryan. Old Judge Bryan 
was dyspeptic and addicted to a nap after midday dinner. 
It was Fannie who conceived the idea of pasting paper on his 
bald head to keep the flies off. It was Fannie who taught 
Willy to crawl along the baseboard of the fence of the Salem 
house, out of range of their mother’s eagle eye, to run off 
from lessons to play with the town children. It was Fannie, 
the tomboy, who led in all the mischief and all the games and 
who attracted to the Bryan place what boys came there. 
There was something in Fannie that William Jennings Bryan 
lacked and in his secret heart reached out for and grasped, 
Sdcariously, through her. She knew what she wanted. She 
was sure of herself. 

Thirty years later, when William Jennings Bryan had 
swept the Chicago convention off its feet with his golden 
voice, it was to Fannie he came in his triumph. Straight to 
Salem, to Fannie. 

“My parents were quite strict with me,” said William 
Jennings Bryan, years later, “and I sometimes considered 
the boys more fortunate who were given more liberty.”** 
There is a poignant wistfulncss in this admisMon by one who 
took the Fifth Commandment as seriously as did William 
Jennings Bryan. It would have been of little u«!, however, to 
deny the stern discipline and severe economy that ruled in 
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the Hon. Silas Bryan’s country seat with its deer park. 
Everybody knew it. “Judge Bryan was pretty strict,” said 
Willy’s playmate, Judd Green. “I guess he brought up his 
boys under closer rules than most of our fathers did.” 

He did indeed. Silas Bryan had had none too easy a time of 
it in his own early years. It never occurred to him that his 
children were not fully as accountable to the mandates of 
an austere God as he. The Book of Proverbs was his favour- 
ite out of all the Bible. “Foolishness is bound in the heart 
of a child; but the rod of correction shall drive it from him.” 
So Silas Bryan believed; and, as he believed, he did. When 
Judge Bryan came home from holding court in distant coun- 
ties he brought his offspring catechisms as presents. And they 
had to be learned by heart, those catechisms. Judge Bryan 
himself attended to that in person, on Sundays. 

Silas Bryan moulded Mariah Elizabeth Jennings in his 
own image. It was a gradual process, but none the less com- 
plete. She was tall and gaunt, as he was, with a large nose, 
brown hair brushed severely straight, cold gray eyes, and a 
strong jaw. The youthful freshness, her chief attraction ten 
years before, when Silas Bryan married her, soon went. 
Women did not long remain young in that day or those sur- 
roundings, and life was not easy on Mariah Elizabeth 
Bryan. In return, she was not of a stock to take life easily, 
either. Old Israel Jennings was a shrewd, hard, successful 
man, and her father was another. Life itself was hard in that 
slattern county-seat town with its thousand inhabitants, 
its hogs running loose in the muddy streets, and its wooden 
sidewalks always out of repair. Only in the high emotionalism 
of religious service, with its annual revivals, did Mariah 
Elizabeth Bryan ever know release from the drudgery of un- 
ending toil and the drabness of unchanging days. 

To this one sure comfort Mariah Elizabeth Bryan clung 
with pathetic tenacity. Judge Bryan was a pillar of the 
Baptist church in Salem, “a most devout man,” said his 
neighbours, “ and a truly God-fearing Christian.” He was no 
bigot, however. One could, after all, fear God under almost 
any auspices. But Mariah Elizabeth Bryan was of other stuff, 
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and younger, besides. She could not face life on any such 
plane as foreordination and the remainder of the unyielding 
Calvinist creed implied. It was too barren for the teeming 
emotionalism of a young woman married to an older man. 

So for twenty years, while Silas Bryan attended the 
Baptist church with exemplary regularity, his wife went to 
the Methodist church — and little William Jennings to the 
Sunday schools of both.^^ As Mariah Elizabeth Bryan ap- 
proached forty the wellsprings of sentiment in her dried up. 
Quietly one day she joined her husband’s church. The flame 
had guttered out. 

To Mariah Elizabeth Bryan religion brought a certain 
serenity among so many cares and responsibilities, a placid- 
ity, or at least a sureness of herself. “ Mother did not have the 
educational advantages Father had secured,” wrote her 
distinguished son.^^ Nevertheless, she absorbed Silas Bryan’s 
confidence in education as the means to all ends. Just what 
education might consist of she was no more certain in her 
own mind than anyone else in the Middle West of her day. 
It was, as she conceived it, the inculcation regardless of conse- 
quences of a given number of lessons laid down in school- 
books. Thought was bewildering and led to unnecessary em- 
barrassment in answering questions not in the book. One took 
the word of William Holmes McGuffey for the authentic 
character of his selections, from the story of George Wash- 
ington and the cherry tree to the startling pronouncement 
that killing people did not make Alexande|’ a truly great 
man. It was not so much literature William Jennings Bryan 
learned from his mother’s teaching, as life. And the life he 
learned was a static affair of irrefrangible rules and an un- 
deviating trajectory. No subsequent experience ever quite 
succeeded in impressing upon the mind of William Jennings 
Bryan a different view of the course of man. 

But if William Jennings Bryan’s mother was the voice of 
Authority to him, she was also something else. In those fear- 
some childhood days when war and alarms and rumours of 
night riders and the Ku Klux Klan and momentous social 
and moral upheavals filled the world without with nameless 
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terrors, the flame of emotionalism still burned fitfully in, 
Mariah Elizabeth Bryan. She found time, even with all her 
work, to play the piano a little and to sing a great deal — 
hymns, for the most part, with their heart-swelling, releasing 
fervour, and such war-time ballads as “Farewell, Mother, 
you may never press me to your heart again.” Little Willy 
Bryan would stand by the piano listening, big eyed. All his 
life these songs ran through his head.^® Their sentimentality 
coloured his whole existence. Somehow or other, broken toys 
could be mended and agonies obliterated by an emotional 
miracle. So the Methodists taught. So Mariah Elizabeth 
Bryan believed. And so little William Jennings Bryan came 
to believe, too. 

It was his earliest and his most enduring equipment for 
the battle of life. 



CHAPTER IV 


SALEM 

BILLY BRYAN sat on the worn, tobacco-stained steps 
that led up to the bench where Judge Silas Bryan dispensed 
justice in Salem Court House. No one paid any attention to 
the round-faced, black-haired rather oversized boy, and he 
had no eyes for anyone but his father. When the clerk called 
the Court to order. Judge Bryan bent his head to the wooden 
table before him, dropped one knee to the dusty floor, and 
prayed aloud.* Sometimes, when Court ran past noon. Judge 
Bryan would bow his head again, half kneel, and pray once 
more— this time silently, carrying out his vow of twenty 
years ago. And whenever some peculiarly knotty point of 
law came before Judge Bryan it was his habit to step into the 
dingy little room behind the bench and pray for light. Un- 
fortunately either the Lord was imperfectly versed in the 
intricacies of Illinois law or the higher courts were godless 
bodies, for Judge Bryan’s decisions were frequently over- 
turned on appeal. A Peoria lawyer once twitted him on it. 

“I see, Judge, that the Supreme Court has reversed the 
Lord in six cases,” he laughed. “What have you got to say 
about it? I thought you always decided your cases under 
divine direction.” 

Judge Bryan looked the man over from head to foot with 
quiet dignity. 

•In his Memoirs William Jennings Bryan denies that his father ha- 
bitually opened Court with prayer, a fact which is of itself interesting. 
There is overwhelming evidence, however, that this was Judge Bryan’s 
practice. It should be here stated that William Jennings Bryan's Memoirs 
were not written by him but were hastily compiled and never revised by 
Mr. Bryan before his death. Data obtained by writers on Mr, Bryan from 
his Memoirs alone, without other corroboration, cannot be depended upem. 
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“The Supreme Court, sir, is wrong,” he said. And he turned 
on his heel and walked away. 

He was immensely proud, was Silas Bryan, tall and lean, 
almost a giant in the high silk hat in which he kept his mail, 
his bandanna handkerchief, and notes of little purchases to 
make at the general store. He liked to refer to his grandfather 
as “ a man of excellent parts, an influential citizen, who ranked 
with the successful planters and representative men” of 
Virginia. It was a great trial to the Hon. Silas Bryan that he 
did not know his grandmother’s name. As for the Lillards, his 
mother’s people, the Hon. Silas was fond of recounting how 
they were an “old American family of English origin,” and 
his mother herself, he said proudly, “a remarkable woman, 
abundant in resources.” He was nine when she died, and he 
recalled, in fact, little of her. The humble, crowded, double 
log cabin of his barren childhood was transformed by the 
magic of success, in prevalent American fashion, into “a 
large tract of land” — ^what one might call, if one were so in- 
clined, an ancestral estate. Of himself Judge Bryan was con- 
tent to hear that he brought “to the bench the ability, 
erudition and dignity characteristic of the learned and 
accomplished jurist.” 

And when the Fourth of July rolled around, the mellifluous 
voice of the Hon. Silas Bryan was heard in the land declaim- 
ing the principles of the Declaration of Independence in 
polished and resounding periods of the old school, while 
Willy Bryan, on the outskirts of the crowd about the 
speakers’ stand, listened, his heart swollen with pride, pok- 
ing the dust with his bare toes. 

To Willy Bryan, observing and pondering, the auspicious 
career of his distinguished father became a model of achieve- 
ment. There was in it a sort of predestination of greatness 
for the boy. “Ancestr y c ounts,” wrote William Jennings 
Bryan sententiously in later years. It did with him. He never 
questioned his father’s eminence, nor is there any evidence 
that the Hon. Silas Bryan had any doubts on the subject, 
either. In another less unstable period, under other and 
less swiftly shifting social, political, and economic condi- 
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tionsj Judge Bryan might in fact have turned out to be as 
conspicuous a political figure as he conceived himself. Cer- 
tainly he was no less able than scores of others in the Middle 
West he so perfectly impersonated. It was the war and its 
prodigious consequences that played the mischief with Silas 
Bryan, as with many another potential statesman in that 
day of rapid and bewildering readjustments. 

For the war between the states had proved to be in very 
truth the revolution Alexander Stephens called it. Nothing 
was the same after Appomattox. Even slavery was trans- 
muted, not destroyed, as that farsighted Carolinian, James 
H. Hammond, predicted: 

The man who lives by daily labor and scarcely lives at that, 
and who has to put out his labor in the market and take the best 
he can get for it; in short, your white class of manual laborers and 
operatives, as you call them, are slaves [he said]. Your slaves are 
white, of your own race; you are brothers of one blood. They are 
your equals in natural endowment of intellect, and they feel failed 
by their degradation. If they knew the tremendous secret, that the 
ballot-box is stronger than an army with bayonets, and could com- 
bine,where would you be? Your society would be reconstructed, 
your government reconstructed, your property divided, not as they 
have mistakenly attempted to initiate such proceedings, by meet- 
ing in parks, with arms in their hands, but by the quiet process of 
the ballot-box.^ 

In his own groping way, Silas Bryan, too, grasped some- 
thing of this and passed on to his son a passionate faith 
in the divine right of the people — “the laboring and toiling 
millions,”^ he called them — to decide anything whatsoever. 
It was he who, in the Illinois Constitutional Convention, 
moved “that all officers to be provided for by the new 
Constitution, in the executive, legislative and judicial de- 
partments, shall be elected by the people.”* With eyes 
turned backward, the Hon. Silas Bryan was still voting for 
Andrew Jackson. 

“Too much government in republics is the rock upon 
which they founder,” he thundered,* in the Constitutional 
Convention. 
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Many of our people have been . . . taught to look to government 
to educate their children, instead of doing it themselves. They have 
trusted to government to build their railroads, canals, eleemosy- 
nary institutions, instead of permitting capital in the hands of the 
citizens to seek its own investment and the lame and the halt to 
share the spontaneous benevolence of their fellow men. 

In the view of Silas Bryan, the fierce individualism of the 
early pioneers was the way of salvation, and there was no 
other. The whole idea of state-built roads, harbours, ports, 
railroads, or anything else was, “an exploded policy,” he 
said, “dead in both State and National politics.”® 

In the confusing emergence of so many new factors in the 
political and social life of the country the Hon. Silas Bryan 
inclined to lean more and more heavily upon the Lord as his 
shepherd. He presented the Constitutional Convention 
with a petition from the citizens of Marion County praying 
that the Legislature of Illinois be forever forbidden, by the 
Constitution of the state, from permitting the Bible to 
be removed from the public schools,® and he fought valiantly 
— and successfully — to have the prayers offered at the open- 
ing of each day’s session printed in full in the report of Pro- 
ceedings.’ The very mention of woman suffrage sent cold 
chills down the Hon. Silas Bryan’s spine. As for the rights of 
married women: 

That interest, sir [he said], has passed along for six thousand 
years without any other constitutional provision than what is 
to be found in the hearts and admiration of their husbands.® 

If Silas Bryan had his way, married women would remain 
the property of their husbands for another six thousand 
years. He declared: 

There is a power behind the throne In this country that will vin- 
dicate the white race [he declared]. The people will finally decide 
that our government is for the white race.® 

Representing “a county in which there are more miles of the 
Illinois Central road than any other county of the State,” he 
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pronounced the people of Illinois opposed to the State 
engaging in public improvements.” Government in general, 
he maintained, and the government of the United States in 
particular, had its roots in “the influence of the Christian 
system.”^ And according to the Hon. Silas Bryan, the Chris- 
tian system was every man for himself and the devil take the 
hindmost. 

The Illinois Constitutional Convention of 1869 was the 
high-water mark of Silas Bryan’s career. In the pages of its 
proceedings he wrote his autobiography and his political 
epitaph alike. The war between the states had been, as he 
saw it, the triumph of the common people over those aristo- 
crats upon whose great plantations he had looked down with 
envy as a boy, a triumph ordained by the will of God through 
the influence of the Christian system. The voice of the people 
was the voice of God, and an elected official a chosen vessel. 

It was in the atmosphere of such political concepts as these 
that William Jennings Bryan passed his tenth birthday and 
set out — in tow of Fannie — to attend school at the Old 
College,” a semi-private school in Salem, that had failed 
as a female seminary. 

“Well, little man,” said the teacher, looking the new 
pupil over. “What do you mean to be when you grow up?” 

“President of the United States,” gravely replied Billy 
Bryan.^^ 

And perhaps he did. 

The circle of female influence that ringed William Jennings 
Bryan about throughout his childhood was rather enlarged 
than broken by his going to school. Whenever he had to 
speak a piece on Friday afternoon — some lugubrious selec- 
tion from McGuflFey, with a conspicuous moral — it was 
sentimental little MoUie Smith who trained and encouraged 
him.^* Long ago, when he was very little, she had taught him 
to say: 

God is great and God is good 
And we thank Him for this food. 

By His hand must all be fed — 

Give us, Ix>rd, our daily bread! 



Mary Baird Bryan The Hon. Silas Bryan 








Aunt Mollie Bryan’s Sister Fanny 
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Even after she married the father of one of Billy Bryan’s boy- 
hood playmates, she still cajoled him and spoiled him with 
the worship of a lonely girl who was love hungry. To William 
Jennings Bryan, Mollie Smith was a more approachable 
mother — nearer his own age, less harassed by the cares of 
a large family. All his life he remained devoted to this emo- 
tional girl cousin within the penumbra of whose tenderness 
he had grown up. And when William Jennings Bryan, at the 
summit of his fame and power, dispensed the offices in the 
gift of the President of the United States, he made Mollie 
Smith postmistress of Salem. 

It was Mollie Smith, too, who brought the first romance 
into young Billy Bryan’s life. Mollie’s bosom friend was 
Hester Williams, younger than she, the passionate, full- 
blooded, strikingly handsome daughter of the Campbellite 
preacher. The two girls would take Billy buggy riding behind 
old Ben, Billy sitting on the little folding seat backed by the 
dashboard, close between two pairs of robust legs, brushed 
by their skirts, stirred by the pleasant warmth of their bodies. 
He could look up at the high colour of Hester’s dark cheeks, 
at her glowing eyes. She was the woman he was going to 
marry when he grew up.^® He knew that. Unfortunately 
Hester could not wait. That vibrant life-evoking and life- 
giving quality in her that so troubled young Bryan had to 
be satisfied. She married the sheriffi 

With school came still another woman, but of a very 
different sort — Mary Putnam Reed Lemon, a mountainous 
person, so dark that she was reputed to be of Indian blood, 
like “Black Jack” Logan. A wheel horse of education in 
Marion County whose motto had always been “Spare the 
rod and spoil the child,” and whose boast that no child en- 
trusted to her care had ever been spoiled. To her the mark of 
culture was the broad “a,” and when she said '‘Bahptist” 
and the boys mocked her she laid about her with a heavy 
hand. 

Mrs. Ben Lemon was not without her aura of romance. 
Her daughter had married a Pole, namesake and descendant 
of that John Sobieski who distinguished himself by fighting 
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against his own country, then becoming its king, and who 
finally attained immortality by halting the advance of the 
infidels under the very walls of Vienna. An enthralling, semi- 
legendary figure to the lads of Salem was Mrs. Lemon’s son- 
in-law, claimant to the Polish throne. Billy Bryan’s mind 
faltered at the thought of Mrs. Lemon’s gigantic figure, 
willow switch changed to Icnout, meting out punishments in 
the royal palace at Cracow. 

She had her own claim to glory, however. In the days when 
Abolitionists were hardly safe in Egypt, she had been uncom- 
promising on slavery and, after the war, militant against the 
exclusion of Negro children from public schools. She was as 
positive now on the perils to the younger generation of the 
wave of licence sweeping the country in the wake of war. 
She prayed over her charges and exhorted them to report in 
one another any leanings toward that loose deportment which 
she proclaimed to be the budding of sin. 

Of Billy Bryan she made an ardent convert. One day in 
class his hand shot up. Mrs. Lemon’s eyes gleamed in antici- 
patory triumph. 

“Well, Billy, what have you noticed?” 

“Maria Wolff’s got her legs crossed,” he reported breath- 
lessly- 

If Maria Wolff was a brand to be saved from the burning, 
William Jennings Bryan saved her.^^ 

One other woman completed the female circle that en- 
closed the childhood of the Hon. Silas Bryan’s eldest son: 
Mrs. A. V. Beville, his Sabbath-school teacher. “He is still 
to me one of my boys,” she declared long afterward, when 
fame had come to her pupil. And she proudly related how 
once when she was ill he had come to see her, “asking in a 
deep voice, ‘Are you better?’ The simple question was very 
characteristic of him,” she added, A romantic soul was Mrs. 
Beville, who also recounted how young William Jennings 
Bryan as a mere boy had set his heart upon going to Oxford. 
There appears to be no corroborative evidence of this exotic 
ambition. 

Mrs. Beville, too, was “a woman of strong Christian 
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character.”^® They all were, those women who hemmed 
young Bryan in. Even blithe, irresponsible little Mollie Smith 
became at last county president of the White Ribbon Army 
and an indefatigable church worker.^® It was the one social 
outlet for the women of the small towns and the country 
districts that, together, made up the vast empire between 
the Alleghenies and the Pacific, the Great Lakes and the 
Gulf, as the last quarter of the Nineteenth Century opened. 
Even reading was hardly a female accomplishment in that 
part of the world. For one thing, the women were too oc- 
cupied with childbearing and housework, and had they not 
been there was nothing to read but the Bible. Five thousand 
agents of the American Bible Society visited every house 
in Illinois, Bible in hand; the state stood second or third in 
the Union in “the Bible cause.”^® No other book — not even 
Henry Ward Beecher’s sermons — was peddled with any- 
thing like this assiduity. To be brought up among women, as 
William Jennings Bryan was, meant to have one’s cultural 
outlook bounded on one side by the Book of Genesis and on 
the other by the Revelation of St. John the Divine. The 
Bible was the exclusive source of all human knowledge, 
past and to come. 

With men it was otherwise. They also went to church, but 
there were few like Billy Byran’s Uncle Russ, who tended the 
stock scales beside the railroad track for thirty years and 
was never on a train in his life. And proud of it. The men for 
the most part read a weekly newspaper, went to auctions 
and cattle sales, drove to town on Saturdays, and occa- 
sionally attended court. Many of the more enlightened even 
belonged to the Grange, where economic and political ques- 
tions were discussed. Above all there was politics. Where 
two or three were gathered together there was politics in 
their midst. They stood about the court-house square, boots 
bespattered with mud, whips safely in hand [whips cost 
money and were easy to steal], Adam’s apple moving up and 
down as they chewed tobacco, faces bronzed and sparsely 
bewhiskered, hands gnarled and hairy, clothing painstak- 
ingly mended, and discussed in drawling voices the corrup- 
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don of the Grant Administration— the “epoch of gift en- 
terprises/’^® as Charles Sumner called it. 

As William Jennings Bryan, with infinite pains, began to 
push his way free of the imprisoning circle of women that 
had developed his boyhood it was into the field of politics 
that he emerged. He never entered another. These two 
domains marked the frontiers of his life, as they might also 
have delimited the lives of many another born at that period 
—Theodore Roosevelt, Nicholas Murray Butler, Charles 
Evans Hughes, Clarence Darrow. There was this difference, 
however. These others had access to so much of the ac- 
cumulated wisdom of the centuries as was generally avail- 
able in that day. William Jennings Bryan had not. It was 
not entirely his fault. It was a circumstance inherent in the 
America of which he was the perfect product, the America 
of the Middle West, where sentimentality took the place of 
knowledge and evangelism was the motive force of action. 

William Jennings Bryan was twelve when his father stood 
at last on the top rung of the ladder of his ambition. After 
twenty-one years of unbroken office holding as a pillar of the 
Democratic party, the Hon. Silas Bryan received the coveted 
nomination for Congress in a district so overwhelmingly 
Democratic that defeat was unthinkable. To make assurance 
of victory doubly sure, he was also endorsed by the Green- 
back party. Nothing but genius in ineptitude could lose him a 
seat in Congress. 

*■ Yet he lost it, and to that renegade Democrat, General 
John Martin, to boot. 

His father’s campaign was William Jennings Bryan’s first 
direct contact with politics. He went to all the meetings he 
could, saw his father on the platform, the focus of all eyes, 
listened to the interminable flowery speeches, drank in the 
applause. There is a legend that at a rally at Centralia little 
Billy Bryan took part in his father’s campaign; 

His little body became a perfect volcano of enthusiasm. Finally 
he mounted the platform and began to talk. Many laughed outright 
at the idea and all smiled. He was undaunted, however. He did not 
appear to see his auditors nor to hear their laughing remarks at the 
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start. As he proceeded the laughter ceased. In forcible and eloquent 
language, with the energy and diction of the born orator, he pur- 
sued his argument. . . . The audience became quiet and attentive, 
then wildly enthusiastic. Cheer upon cheer rent the air. . . . When 
he closed there was a tumult of applause and he was carried from 
the platform and about the town on the shoulders of the cheering 
men.*“ 

The tale is apocryphal. But when it appeared William Jen- 
nings Bryan pasted it in his scrapbook, nevertheless. 

That his father should not be elected was inconceivable to 
young Bryan. It was inconceivable to the Democrats of the 
district too, and when Silas Bryan managed to achieve de- 
feat his political career ended forever then and there. The 
Democratic party had no seats in Congress to throw away. 

For the Hon. Silas Bryan, the campaign of 1872 was that 
day of reckoning that comes to every man, sooner or later. 
It caught him between the two major forces of his life, ambi- 
tion and acquisitiveness. The campaign assessment was the 
modest sum of $500, but to Silas Bryan I500 was $500, and 
there was nothing modest about it. He tried to convince him- 
self that the election was a certainty, anyhow, that he 
could have his cake and eat it too. The Democrats of the dis- 
trict spat tobacco juice through their teeth and said bitterly 
that Judge Bryan was too “nigh” to part with the money 
necessary to elect him. 

They wronged him. All his life Silas Bryan had fought 
political corruption. What he loathed in the Grant r%ime 
was its shocking, its colossal, venality. He could not conform 
to it. There was no compromise in the man. When the 
crucial moment came he refused to put up a cent, and General 
John Martin, who ten years before had been halooing for JelF 
Davis, was elected by 240 votes. 

It was a lesson in practical politics that William Jennings 

Bryan never forgot. 
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ESCAPE 

For forty-fire years William Jennings Bryan was con- 
stantly making speeches and in the course of them reaching 
for illustrations from the stock of goods on the shelves of his 
mind. Rarely did his hand meet an incident of his boyhood. 
He recalls hunting rabbits with Henry Webster, Mollie 
Smith's stepson. But he did very little of that. He remembers 
almost nothing of his school days, not even the formidable 
Mrs. Lemon’s name. By a curiously Freudian metamorphosis 
he calls her Mrs. Lamb. He dwells with a certain unction 
upon the joys of attending Sabbath school twice every Sun- 
day.^ But what particularly sticks in his_ mind is the hard 
labour incident to the farmer’s care-free life. 

I can see myself engaged in this drudgery, my nose running, 
my fingers numb, and possessing feelings for which the Sunday- 
school songs I knew did not furnish fitting expression,^ 

he says 

Of what went on in the great world outside the confines of 
Egypt, Billy Bryan seems to have known nothing. He was 
eleven when the Chicago fire took place, and President 
Grant had the effrontery to send Federal troops into the 
sovereign state of Illinois, uninvited. He was fourteen 
when the Beecher-Tilton scandal shook the homes of the 
godly to their foundations, throughout the land. Neither 
catastrophe touched William Jennings Bryan. Even the lick- 
ing he got when the teacher discovered W J B neatly cut wkh 
a jackknife in a brand-new desk left no impression of which 
he ever spoke. 

The boys and girls of the neighbourhood went bobsledding 
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down the hill on which the Bryan house stood. It seemed a 
very lofty eminence to Billy Bryan then. But in later years 

I wondered how the hill could have seemed so high [he said]. 
Perhaps it was due to the magnifying power of time, for all the 
hills in the neighborhood have shrunk, and the streams that 
seemed deep appear shallow. 

Phenomena like what he called “the magnifying power of 
time” puzzled William Jennings Bryan all his life. They 
seemed to him to partake of the miraculous. 

Billy Bryan played town ball with the other boys, but 
Boston Ring was his best game. He played for keeps and 
amassed with keen zest a great store of marbles. He liked 
accumulating things. He went on hay rides with the girls, 
where his sister Fannie was the life of the party. But Billy 
Bryan, when all is said and done, was never deeply interested 
in girls. He had been so much among women all his early 
life that he came to be in a sense immune to the allure of sex 
through familiarity — like a gynaecologist or a priest. In a 
day, too, when a good fist fight was as much a mark of the 
male as pants, Billy Bryan would not fight. Not that he was 
a sissy, or afraid, either. He was strong enough to thrash 
much older boys. But he could see no more sense in fighting 
than a woman could. He could not feel that it proved any- 
thing. Also, he disliked swearing.® The grossness and the 
meaninglessness of it shocked and irritated him as it would a 
woman of that age. His closest friend among boys was Jackie 
Chance, who was intensely religious and passionately devoted 
to music. When Billy Bryan had bolted his mother’s frugal 
breakfast he would rush over to the Chances’ and consume a 
huge plate of buckwheat cakes to top off with. He had the 
appetite of a sultana. And on precious Saturday afternoons 
when he might have stolen away to go swimming, or hooked a 
watermelon and eaten it all warm and succulent just out of 
the sun, Billy Bryan met with half a dozen other lads in a 
vacant storeroom to debate. They made believe they were 
the Senate of the United States. 

William Jennings Bryan was the Senator from lUmOis, 
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As Billy Bryan passed puberty and swung into the troubled 
waters of adolescence he found himself in an adolescent 
world. America issued from the war between the states an 
entity. The hold-overs from the Old World in social, political, 
and intellectual outlook became atrophied during the isola- 
tion of the conflict. The nation emerged uncertain, crude, 
bewildered by conflicting influences, shoved now this way, 
now that, by warring interests, unable to take stock of itself 
yet driving ahead with terrific velocity. Or was it backward? 

In this period of flux men were freer to exercise what na- 
tive capacity they possessed and what equipment life 
brought them. Some rode the wave of opportunity with ap- 
palling adroitness and success — ^James G. Blaine, Collis P. 
Huntington, Marshall Field, P. T. Barnum, J. P. Morgan, 
Mark Twain, Cyrus McCormick, T. DeWitt Talmage, John 
D. Rockefeller, John L. Sullivan, August Belmont, Dwight L. 
Moody, and countless more. Others there were, however, to 
whom the ancient process of trial and error, the painstak- 
ing accumulation of data from which to construct a clear- 
headed philosophy of life, was still the sound way of progress. 
Which course any American lad in the ’seventies was to fol- 
low depended less upon anything within himself than upon 
where he was born and the people among whom he lived. 

William Jennings Bryan enjoyed no such opportunities 
for observation and judgment as fell to the lot of Theodore 
Roosevelt, for example, or Woodrow Wilson. In Salem, 
Marion County, Illinois, it was the custom to equip a young 
man with a set of formulae drawn from the Book of Proverbs 
and McGufFey’s Readers and turn him loose in the world to 
do or die. There was no problem, he was taught, that could 
not be solved by Divine Providence or political action. 
Preferably both. It was inevitable, therefore, that when his 
father’s defeat proved politics a broken reed young William 
Jennings Bryan should turn to religion. There was nowhere 
else to turn. 

He had started out in life with the ambition to be a 
preacher — the guests at Silas Bryan’s house accorded the 
greatest deference were preachers. But when Billy Bryan 
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witnessed his first baptism by immersion he changed his 
mind. The disappearance under the water of the candidate 
for celestial honours and the highly emotional singing and 
groans and cries of “ Glory !” from the onlookers frightened 
him. 

“If I am a Baptist preacher will I have to do that?” he 
asked, wide eyed. 

He was assured he would. From that moment forward the 
faith of his fathers lost its allure for William Jennings Bryan. 
Nevertheless, he could not altogether escape. The golden 
age of corruption of Grant and “ Smiler” Colfax, of Belknap 
and Babcock and Jim Fisk, of Cr6dit Mobilier and corners in 
gold, of speculations in Erie and “Whisky Rings,” and 
shameless plundering of the public treasury, had their 
reaction in the panic of 1873. And with the panic came a 
tremendous revival of religion in Illinois.^ Others besides the 
boy Bryan turned to God when confronted by practical 
difficulties they could not understand or do anything about. 

A sharp tightening of moral lines suddenly supplanted 
post-war depravity, or seemed to. The Methodists formally 
inveighed against the growing fondness for social and public 
amusements. “The theatre, the circus, the ballroom, or the 
wine-party,” they declared, “confessedly lead to spiritual 
death.”® Sunday newspapers and Sunday trains were snares 
of Satan. Bands of women invaded saloons to pray and sing 
hymns. They even purchased the barkeeper’s entire hellish 
stock and destroyed it publicly in the streets until the gutters 
ran beer and whisky,® while boys of Billy Bryan’s age stood 
around and jeered — or cheered. That summer Judd Green 
and Billy Bryan were water boys for the harvesters on Judge 
Bryan’s estate — and in those days harvest hands were fur- 
nished whisky as well as water. But Billy Bryan would not 
carry the whisky jugs to the men in the fields. It was wrong 
he felt. So the two boys arranged a division of labour. Billy 
carried the water and Judd the whisky, and they went their 
rounds together-’^ 

It was that same year that the tide of religious revival 
reached Salem. Every church felt it, but none more than the 
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Cumberland Presbyterians. For it was on the rock of re- 
vivalism that the Cumberland group had split from the 
older Presbyterians after “that great divine visitation” in 
the Cumberland country of Kentucky and Tennessee in 
1 8 co.* They were strict, of course : 

No visiting, pleasure-riding, cooking, strolling through the 
woods, no whistling, no travelling, except to church, no conversa- 
tion, or reading, except on religious subjects, was tolerated.’ 

Yet where doctrine, not conduct, was involved, the Cumber- 
land Presbyterians leaned to relative modernism. Christ 
died, they held, to save all mankind, not a select few; infants 
were not, by the mere fact of their infancy, doomed to ever- 
lasting hell fire.“ Theirs was, on the whole, quite the least 
gruesome of the Christian faiths preached in Marion County 
in William Jennings Bryan’s youth. It was also the most 
popular with the younger generation. 

The Reverend Henricks was a big man with a deep bass 
voice and an irresistible attractiveness to women. He capti- 
vated sixteen-year-old Fannie Bryan quite as effectively as 
he did the more sophisticated ones, and to the Cumberland 
Presbyterian church William Jennings Bryan followed his 
sister, as he had followed her implicity all his life. 

It was a new and a troubling experience for the boy Bryan. 
The revival services were held in the evenings, and night 
after night Billy Bryan hurried feverishly through his chores, 
broke away from his playmates and his family at any cost, 
and ran the three quarters of a mile, his footsteps on the 
plank walk echoing his heartbeats, to the dim-lit church.” 
He was intoxicated by the whole proceeding, gave himself 
up to it utterly. The crude intimacy of these confessions 
wrung from grown men and women shaken by a sort of lust 
to reveal what was most secret within them; the terrific 
power of the human voice, of words spoken in exaltation, 
and, more pregnant still, the breathless, expectant silences, 
these held young Bryan spellbound. For the first time in his 
life he felt himself of transcendent importance in the hot 
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excitement of all these people so eager to yield themselves, 
while the Creator of the Universe Himself leaned down from 
His high heaven and sought to become possessed of the very 
being of this fourteen-year-old boy. 

William Jennings Bryan had no will to resist, no thought 
of struggling to hold back anything of himself. His surrender 
was complete, without mental or physical reservation. And 
all his life he cherished the memory of the precious experience 
as a woman might cherish the memory of her abandonment 
of herself to a lover. 

Whatever may have been his faults the Hon. Silas Bryan 
was a man of rare personal integrity in his conviction that 
every individual was and should be the captain of his own 
soul. And what he preached he practised. When his son and 
daughter exhibited a desire to join the Cumberland Presby- 
terians instead of the Baptists he merely said; 

“You children will have to form opinions of your own. I 
hope they will be right.” 

“I never knew until after his death that he was disap- 
pointed that I did not become a member of his own church,” 
wrote William Jennings Bryan,^^ long years afterward. He 
would have to be a singularly insensitive person not' to 
know it. But, of course, he was. 

/■> The act of joining a church neither that of his mother nor 
that of his father was by far the most momentous event 
in the life of William Jennings Bryan up to that hour. It 
was his first break for liberty from the tutelage of the women 
about him and the overshadowing influence of his father. 
He was amazed and perhaps a bit disconcerted to find how 
easy it was to escape these constricting forces. It did not 
occur to William Jennings Bryan, then or later, that save 
for his father’s insistence upon individual freedom and 
the responsibility that went with it, he could never have 
done the thing. In short, the iron ring in which William 
Jennings Bryan felt himself enclosed was not real, after all, 
but a fantasy of his own creation. He did not see this, how- 
ever. Having created the fantasy he dwelt in it. All his life 
he was never quite at case in a world of reality. The fact 
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played havoc with him, and vath countless thousands who 
placed their faith in him, as well. 

Having won independence in matters religious, inde- 
pendence in other respects followed swiftly and with weighty 
consequences for William Jennings Bryan. He was to go to 
college, of course. No son of Silas Bryan should lack what 
Silas himself had won with such sacrifice. 

I do not recall that I ever did decide to go to college [said Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan]. It was decided for me by my parents and 
when I was too young to fix the day. “ 

From the first, Silas Bryan had hit upon a modest Baptist 
college at Liberty, Missouri, where the costs of instruction 
were not exorbitant and the results reasonably predictable.'^ 
But young Bryan suddenly decided not to be a Baptist, and 
a strictly sectarian education at once became impossible.'® 
What with six children and a deer park to maintain, the ques- 
tion of expense was a major one with Silas Bryan. In the 
end, therefore, what determined the college William Jennings 
Bryan was to attend was the presence at Jacksonville, Il- 
linois, of Silas Bryan’s second cousin, Dr. Hiram K. Jones. 

Dr. Jones was born in the same Blue Ridge country of 
Virginia four years earlier than Silas Bryan.'® He was an 
alumnus and trustee of and a lecturer in Illinois College, 
boasted a lucrative practice as a physician, and was childless. 
It was a combination too providential to be overlooked by 
one with Silas Bryan’s firm belief in the providential direc- 
tion of human affairs. William Jennings Bryan would go to 
Illinois College, would live in the Christian home of Cousin 
Hiram and Cousin Lizzie, and would run the doctor’s er- 
rands, tend his furnace in winter, and mow his lawn in sum- 
mer for his board and keep. He would receive a first-class 
education at little or no cost. The Hon. Silas Bryan rubbed 
his hands with satisfaction. The arrangement could not 
begin too quickly to please him. 

•-iSo the year William Jennings Bryan turned fifteen he was 
packed off to Jacksonville to prepare for Illinois CoEege at 
Whipple Academy. 
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To Will Bryan — no longer Billy now — the occasion was 
epochal. Had he been able, then or later, to look back upon 
his completed fifteen years many things of which he never 
did gain a very clear vision might have been as plain as the 
nose on his face. There was, for example, the sinister influence 
of those fear-ridden war and post-war years, when prominent 
Democrats like the Bryans were of the hunted class, to 
whom almost anything might happen. So far as conscious 
memory went they seemed to have been wholly obliterated. 
But what William Jennings Bryan had yet to learn was that 
human experience is like matter, indestructible: one is not a 
balance struck between what is called good and what is 
called evil, but the sum of both. All his life William Jennings 
Bryan was engaged in the attempt to match one experience 
against another in the hope that- both would disappear. They 
never did. 

On the eve of his departure for Jacksonville young Bryan 
was trying to match his father’s prominence as a member 
of the Illinois Constitutional Convention and a candidate for 
Congress against the slumbering consciousness that there 
had been a day when Judge Bryan climbed out of his buggy 
and knelt by the roadside in prayer to be saved from bodily 
harm. He could not do it. Sternly “reared in ‘the fear and 
admonition of the Lord,’ fear was a large part of ^Wiliam 
Jennings Bryan’s mental equipment- He could not be free 
of it, try as he would. 

Then there was the physically pinched, emotionally stunted 
life of the farmer. Drudgery, William Jennings Bryan called 
it. Silas Bryan was relatively a wealthy man,^* but it profited 
his son nothing. The Bryan boys — there were three now — ^had 
to work like any other farmer’s sons. And throughout Egypt 
there were thousands of farmers, with the number growing 
daily, who for all their toil could boast nothing better to live 
in than a miserable hoyd 

with barely room to stand up in, with never a flower or a shrub 
near, without the kindly shade of a tree; a bare, bleak, wretched 
abode, fit for nothing but the squalid and the pigs — ” 
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and nothing to look forward to but bankruptcy and the 
grave. It was a life to escape if one couldj and with all his 
heart William Jennings Bryan wanted to escape it. He 
found a brief refuge in the emotionalism of religion only to 
learn that, even for the converted, life went on much as be- 
fore when the first flame had died down. 

William Jennings Bryan looked about him. To the pitiless 
eyes of adolescence the Bryan place was not one of the 
“most tasteful homesteads in southern Illinois,”*” but a 
huge, gloomy, brick prison set in a straggling group of ill- 
kept trees. The farm was not a “country seat,”*^_ but so 
many acres rented out and shiftlessly cultivated. His father 
was a disappointed, covetous old man suffering from dys- 
pepsia; his mother a gaunt, stern woman tired with too much 
childbearing, too much housework. It was a hard, ugly life 
among hard, ugly people of deep-bitten prejudices, sullen 
suspicions, obstinate hatreds. Before William Jennings 
Bryan left Egypt forever, much of this unyielding, tenacious 
quality in those among whom his childhood was passed had 
come to be immedicably part of him. 

Yet he was still young enough to grope with eager hands 
for something else. He read aloud to his father William Cullen 
Bryant’s “To a Waterfowl,” and a lump rose in his throat 
and his heart swelled when he came to the lines 

“He who, from zone to zone, 

Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight, 

In the long way that I must tread alone, 

Will lead my steps aright.” 

Yes, that must be so, he thought. What he had to do first 
was to get away, to escape the crushing weight of the ugli- 
ness, the meanness, the cruelty all about him. He must be 
free. 

But what William Jennings Bryan did not realize then, or 
perhaps ever, was that freedom is a thing of the spirit that 
dwells not in outward circumstance but within the human 
mind. 



PART II 
AMBITION 


53 



“I had great admiration for Bryan be- 
cause of his sterlmg qualities as a man and 
because of his ability to state what he had to 
say in a forceful and eloquent manner, and 
because I believed he had the moral courage 
to stand by his principles. The week that I 
spent with him gave me the opportunity to 
know the man intimately. I had access to his 
library and conversed with him every day. 

We walked and drove together, and in the 
course of our conversation we covered many 
topics. I found that he was fairly well versed 
in law; that he had studied Blackstone and 
Kent and the English precedents, but that 
he was utterly ignorant of almost everything 
else except the Bible and the evils of in- 
temperance; that his library contained al- 
most no books whatever of value to a man 
fitting himself to be President of the United 
States or even a member of a State Legis- 
lature. I also found that, while his person- 
ality was charming, whatever ability nature 
may have endowed him with had been 
badly dwarfed and crippled by a narrow 
education, and that he was not big enough to 
overcome his training by continuing his in- 
vestigations of men and affairs after he 
entered public life.” 

R. F. Pettigrew. 
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1874 

For half a century Illinois College was an outpost of New 
England in the Middle West. As alien as a missionary com- 
pound in China, the college before the war was “the fountain 
and hotbed of ultra abolitionism’!^ in that part of the world. 
The Hon. Silas Bryan would as lief have consigned his eldest 
son to hell as to an institution presided over by the Reverend 
Edward Beecher. 

But much had changed since the last ragged Confederate 
soldier turned his face homeward to break his cavalry mount 
to the plough again. Time had been when the Hon. Silas 
Bryan would have lost his reason over the spectacle of the 
Hon. Blanche K. Bruce, a distinguished coloured citizen of 
Floreyville, Mississippi, in the seat so long occupied by no 
less a person than Jefferson Davis. Yet there he was, large as 
life and twice as black, in the front row of the Senate under 
the very nose of the Vice President of the United States. 
And the Hon. Silas Bryan somehow survived. 

Illinois College too had changed. Where once it had been 
a bulwark of Abolition, now it was equally a stronghold of 
free trade. And of that the Hon. Silas Bryan heartily ap- 
proved. Much of the early importance of the college had 
dwindled, however. It was hardly to be compared with the 
Illinois Industrial University at Urbana with a faculty of 
twelve, and two hundred and ninety-seven undergraduate 
gentlemen and eighty-three undergraduate ladies, as the 
catalogue put it, or that mammoth department store of 
education, the University of Chicago, sponsored by the Hon. 
Stephen A. Douglas, and boasting a faculty of twenty-seven 
and over five hundred students. The faculty of Illinois 
College was a modest group of eight. There were only sixty 
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students in the college proper and seventy-eight in Whipple 
Academy. Nevertheless, the flag of high morality was nailed 
to the masthead of the institution at Jacksonville. 

We avow that we mean to build on the foundation of apostles 
and prophets, Jesus the Christ Himself being the chief cornerstone 
[President Sturtevant declared]. We deny the possibility of piovid- 
ing for the necessities of a Christian community on any other basis, 

And that, also, the Hon. Silas Bryan approved. 

To William Jennings Bryan, however, Jacksonville meant 
principally the great world outside of Egypt. And what £ 
world it was, to be sure! The Beecher-Tilton trial had jus 
drawn to its ignoble close. President Grant had just writter 
across the back of a letter charging his own personal privat 
secretary with colossal crookedness: “Let no guilty man es 
cape”— and then proceeded to use all the mighty machiner 
of the Presidency to see that Orville E. Babcock did escape 
The head of the St. Louis whisky ring provided the Presiden 
of the United States with “sylphs” for his entertainment 
and horseflesh as well; and the leading figure of the Republ 
can party, his pockets bulging with the spoils of the Littl 
Rock and Fort Smith Railroad, drew a red herring across th 
trail of corruption by declaiming against the South: 

I here before God, measuring my words, knowing their full e: 
tent and import, declare that neither the deeds of the Duke of Ah 
in the Low Countries nor the massacre of St. Bartholomew, nor tl 
thumbscrews and engines of torture of the Spanish Inquisitic 
begin to compare in atrocity with the hideous crime of Andersoi 
ville.*> 

It was the fashion of the day. Every political crook caugl 
with his arras elbow deep in the public coffers prompt! 
raised a great halloo that all Democrats were traitors, rebel 
and murderers, and unfit to be trusted in public office. Ar 
not a community in the country, confronted daily with prol 
lems of the most vital concern, requiring honesty and inte; 
rity to solve, failed to shout itself hoarse and go high-steppir 
down the street the moment the bands began to play and tl 
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torchlights to flicker in a political parade. It was an era when 
oratory was all a man required to attain to any exalted 
position. 

This was fortunate indeed for young William Jennings 
Bryan. For about all he fetched with him to Whipple Acad- 
emy from his five years’ schooling at Salem was a pleasing 
personality, a magnificent physique, reasonable good looks, a 
voice holding promise of remarkable depth, resonance, and 
carrying power, and the ability and willingness to recite 
pieces in public on every conceivable occasion. In short, the 
equipment of the perfect orator. 

True, before Will Bryan set off, the Hon. Silas Bryan called 
his son in and solemnly presented him with the two largest 
volumes (excluding the family Bible) in his modest library. 
They were a Greek and a Latin lexicon. William Jennings 
was, his father charged, to use the former six and the latter 
five years. There was to be none of this modern nonsense 
about replacing the classics by science. The classics were the 
symbol of education as Silas Bryan conceived it. One might 
never be able to read either Latin or Greek without a dic- 
tionary at one’s elbow, but that was of minor consequence. 
There was a magic in mere contact with ancient literature, 
in the opinion of Silas Bryan, that marked off the gentleman 
from the boor. One might be born with it, like the Virginia 
planters of the days before the war; one might achieve it, as 
Silas Bryan himself had done. Failing either of these, a young 
man of ambitious parentage stood an excellent chance of 
having such culture thrust upon him. 

Had he considered it necessary the Hon. Silas Bryan could 
have given his son a few valuable pointers on politics, as well. 
Perhaps he deemed it superfluous. No native of Egypt had 
much to learn in the field of political technique or anything 
to speak of in the way of political illusions to lose. Senator 
Hoar of Massachusetts, staunch Republican though he was, 
put the general situation as clearly as anyone: 

I have seen five judges of a high court of the United States driven 
from ofiice by threats of impeachment for corruption or malad- 
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ministration [he said]. I have seen in the State of the Union fore- 
most in power and wealth four judges of her courts impeached for 
corruption, and the political administration of her chief city be- 
come a disgrace and a by-word throughout the world.* 

I have seen the chairman of the Committee on Military Affairs 
in the House, rise in his place and demand the expulsion of four 
of his associates for making sale of their official privilege of selecting 
youths to be educated at our great military school, f When the 
greatest railroad of the world binding together the continent and 
uniting the two great seas that wash our shores, was finished, I have 
seen our national triumph and exaltation turned to bitterness and 
shame by the unanimous reports of three Committees of Congress 
— two of the House and one herej— that every step of that enter- 
prise had been taken in fraud. 

Had young Bryan cherished any doubts of the accuracy of 
this picture he could have resolved them by reading the 
reports of the impeachment proceedings against General 
William W. Belknap, President Grant’s Secretary of War. 

It was the last note struck by the Senator from Mas- 
sachusetts that rang clear in the ears of the people of the 
Middle West — that remark about the railroads. Not five 
years before, the Hon. Silas Bryan had himself laid it down 
in his didactic way that “every dollar that had been put in 
the lines of that road§ had become a producing dollar. It 
has made the dollar of the people along its line worth two 
dollars.” Trying to make a dollar worth two dollars was one 
of the chief pursuits of the Mid-West farmers, but they made 
little hand of it where the railroads were concerned. The 
Hon. Silas Bryan was not long in changing his mind about 
the railroads, and in this he was at one with the vast majority 
of his neighbours between the Alleghenies and the Rockies. 
Those once beneficent highways to the markets of the world 
suddenly loomed a gjgantic octopus with long arms of steel 
outflung to strangle the agricultural communities. No one 

*New York under Tammany. 

fWest Point. 

Jin the Senate. 

§The Illinois Central Railroad. 
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had ever given him anything, said the farmer; he had fought 
for every foot of land he owned and every depreciated green- 
back dollar he possessed. But to the railroads, with insane 
prodigality, two hundred million acres of land had been 
presented out of the public purse — an area greater than the 
whole of New England, New York, New Jersey, Delaware, 
Pennsylvania, Maryland, Ohio, and Indiana,^ greater than 
France and England and Belgium combined, greater than 
the entire Japanese Empire — and all of this without so much 
as “Thank you.” 

If the farmers of the Middle West looked upon this stupen- 
dous largess with a jaundiced eye they were litde to be 
blamed. For it was their votes that had sanctioned this 
colossal bounty, and no sooner was it effected than the very 
railroads they had thus endowed turned upon them and ex- 
ploited them with discriminatory rates, rebates, and secret 
favours to large shippers until the rural goose that had laid 
the golden egg had its neck well wrung. And as if this were 
not enough, because the tremendous national asset of these 
millions of acres, the property of the whole people, had been 
wantonly dissipated, the cost of running the government had 
to be met by a tariff that fell with crushing weight on the 
farmer — a tariff, as Man ton Marble wrote, that was “a 
masterpiece of injustice, inequality and false pretense.”® 

On the whole the farmers of the Middle West felt, and not 
without reason, that they had been handed the bedaubed 
end of the stick to hold. 

They say it is too hard to give fifty bushels of corn (an acre of 
corn) for a pair of boots, simply to satisfy tariff monopolists [wrote 
Abe Lincoln’s old law partner, Bill Herndon]. They are down on 
railroads and rings, and conspiracies, and monopolies, and treason 
against the general welfare.'' 

They were indeed. 

Not one single feature of this situation escaped William 
Jennings Bryan. It was the one thing he had heard every day 
of his life for fifteen years. Around the Salem Court House 
the gaunt, laconic farmers of Egypt talked about it with a 



60 THE PEERLESS LEADER 

bitterness that was the more intense as they felt themselves 
incapable of concerted action in the premises. Not that they 
did not try. Two years before young Bryan left Salem for 
Jacksonville, 761 new granges sprang up in the state; 704 
new ones the following year. Hardly a rural community 
lacked its organization of farmers, to whose meetings men 
and women alike drove long miles over execrable roads. 
There was all the fascinating secrecy and ritual and gaudy 
trappings of (Quality dear to the American heart about 
membership in the Grange — that pomp so sadly missing in 
the arid Protestant religious sects. Even the women could 
rise from “Maid” to “Shepherdess” and from “Gleaner” to 
“Matron.”® Great mail-order houses sprang up in Chicago 
for the sole purpose of catering to these groups of embattled 
farmers, and especially their embattled wives. There was 
far more excitement over the menace of the railroads and the 
iniquities of the tariff throughout the Middle West than ever 
there had been over slavery — and with sound reason. If the 
equivalent of I50 for a pair of boots was not a sound reason, 
what was? 

As the Presidential campaign of 1876 approached, the 
farmers of the Middle West felt the grip of Eastern business 
organization upon their throats and were panic-stricken. 
They were “agin’ the gov’ment” all along the line. From 
Indiana, Illinois, Iowa, Kansas, Nebraska, they flocked to 
the Democratic Convention that June, a meagre supply of 
“battle-scarred and blood-stained greenbacks” — the only 
money these Westerners had known for a generation — 
securely pinned to red flannel undershirts. They were stew- 
ing with wrath, not merely at the corruption of the Grant 
Administration — these farmers were realists not moralists — 
and not solely over the high-handed conduct of the railroads 
and the impudent robbery of the tariff, either. But they felt 
upon their backs a last straw in iniquity in the alliance of 
the government in Washington with the financial interests of 
Wall Street. As they saw it, these were the same financial 
interests that had profited by the enormous grants of public 
land to the railroads; that were even then profiting by the 
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flagrantly unequal schedules of the tariff; and that now, 
through the banks, were “trying to contract the currency 
down to such a point as to allow the banks to practice 
extortion upon the people of this country,” as that adroit 
political weather vane, the Hon. John A. Logan, put it.® 
Enough was enough, said the farmers of the Middle West. 
They had had enough. 

For what the government at Washington was up to at this 
moment was taking away from the people of the West, not 
only from the farmers but from the city merchants and the 
factory workers as well, “the best money they had ever 
known”“ — the greenbacks. Wanted to make gold the sole 
legal tender! They had never seen a gold piece in their 
lives and did not care if they never did see one. The “battle- 
torn, blood-stained ‘greenback’” had been plenty good 
enough during the hard years of the war — what was the 
matter with it now? Who wanted anything else as currency, 
anyhow? The bankers of Wall Street, of course. And they 
wanted gold because it was they who had the gold, locked up 
in their own vaults. And if gold were made the only legal 
tender, then the farmers and the labourers would have to 
come with their greenbacks, that represented long hours of 
toil in field and factory, and buy gold of the bankers of Wall 
Street who had never done a stroke of honest work in their 
lives — and pay perhaps twice the value of it, reckoned in 
sweat. 

So they argued, the people of the West. And who shall say 
they were altogether wrong? For when they borrowed the 
money to develop the vast prairies that were the real sub- 
stantial wealth of the country, what they received was not 
gold but greenbacks. And what they now proposed to pay 
back was these same greenbacks. Why not? they asked. The 
larger aspects of the financial situation meant nothing to 
the Western farmer. He had not borrowed his money in 
Europe — he had borrowed it at the bank on the corner of the 
court-house square. If the Wall Street banker had borrowed 
abroad and was expected to pay in gold, that was his risk, 
“Having unloaded his sixty-cent dollars on the West,” said 
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the Chicago Tribune^ he “can hardly object to being paid in 

the same fend of currency.”^ 

But he did object. And that, not civil service reform or the 
return of home rule to the South, was the real issue of the 
campaign of 1876. Silas Bryan himself was a dyed-in-the- 
wool “greenbacker” and made no bones about it, either. 
There was not a farmer in his part of the world who had not 
heard how, when “bankers, brokers, capitalists, merchants, 
manufacturers,” hard hit by the panic of i 873 j blubber- 
ing to the government, “beseeching the President to increase 
the currency by every means in his power, and declaring 
that unless the government came to the rescue nothing 
could save the country from bankruptcy and ruin,”* the 
President did come to the rescue of these business men of the 
East. Even in defiance of the law, the Secretary of the 
Treasury printed $26,000,000 in greenbacks to relieve 
Eastern bankers. But now that the farmers of the AVest 
stood in desperate need of the same kind of help they were 
laughed at. They did not see the joke, 

“This country,” wrote Senator Poland, “is fast becoming 
filled with gigantic corporations wielding and controlling 
immense aggregations of money and thereby commanding 
great influence and power.”^ 

Yes, commanding even the government of the United 
States, said the Western farmers. They went to the Green- 
back Convention at Indianapolis in May with blood in their 
eyes. But that foxy old manufacturer, Peter Cooper, who 
looked like a farmer but had amassed his fortune by shrewd 
trading, captured the Greenback Party. The Democratic 
Convention at St. Louis was the only hope left to the 
Western farmers. It was a forlorn one. 

It was aboard a trmn filled with these bitter, disillusioned, 
leaderless, and inarticulate Mid-Westerners that William 
Jennings Bryan climbed one day toward the end of June, 
1876, to attend his first national political convention. He was 
sixteen. He had spent one year at preparatory school and 


*So Senator Oliver P. Morton, of Indiana, declared*^* 
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felt himself very much a man. His father and mother were in 
Philadelphia, agape at the wonders of the Centennial Exposi- 
tion. Will Bryan was free to do whatever he liked. The one 
thing he wanted to do was to go to that convention; and he 
did it. 

It was a ravishing experience. Never since the days of 
Douglas had the Democrats been so buoyed by hope, so 
carried away with enthusiasm.^ Young Bryan was caught 
up in the excitement and tossed this way and that by it. 
There they all were, the great of the party of Jefferson and 
Jackson: Peter Cooper’s son-in-law, the Hon. Abram S. 
Hewitt — the wily old hatmaker had a foot in both camps; 
Gen. Roger A. Pryor, putting aside for the moment a suit 
charging the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher with adultery and 
perjury to do his duty as a citizen; David B. Hill, only thirty- 
three, but already a man of political promise in the Empire 
State; and over and above all that “strong, heavy, raw- 
boned man with a firm jaw, clear and determined eyes, 
and awkward manners,”^ Honest John Kelly of Tammany 
HaU. 

William Jennings Bryan watched the “Tammany Special” 
sweep by, its locomotive named “John Kelly” and its fifteen 
palace cars decorated with flags and flowers — the last one 
bearing a huge picture of Honest John himself on either side.^^ 
— and was thrilled to his finger tips. At the convention hall 
Marse Henry Watterson, of lionlike head, wielded the gavel. 
Miss Phoebe Cozzens addressed the assembled delegates on 
the burning topic of woman suffrage, dressed to the minute 
in yards and yards of billowy skirts and an enormous bustle. 
August Belmont, the astute representative of the House of 
Rothschild, offered a resolution calling upon all true patriots 
to trample underfoot and extinguish forever the smouldering 
ashes of distrust, rancour, and animosity between two sec- 
tions of our country. The grandiloquent text smelled of Man- 
ton Marble, the brilliant rhetorician of the New York W vrldy 
but it lacked the carrying power of Horace Greeley’s “clasp 
hands across the bloody chasm.” The tall sycamore of the 
Wabash, the Hon. Dan’I Voorhees, burnished the oratory and 
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Blue Jeans Williams the comic relief of the breath-taking 
occasion. Both were from Indiana. 

But Will Bryan could not get in. He ran from door to door 
in a tremor of excitement, snatching tantalizing glimpses 
of the proceedings, catching broken fragments of the 
speeches. Finally a policeman shoved him through a window 
where, clinging perilously to the sash, he looked down with 
beating heart upon the vast assemblage.^® Honest John Kelly 
was speaking. Men on the floor screamed and hissed at him, 
shook their fists, tried to howl him down. But he stood 
there solid, his massive body immovable, his thick neck 
swollen in the effort to make himself heard. 

_And he was heard: 

Do not be blinded by your passions, but be led by your reason, 
for if you are beaten in the coming canvass, it is the end, in my 
opinion, of the Democratic party. I believe sincerely also that it 
will result in the destruction of our government [warned the 
spokesman of Tammany Hall]. If this convention nominates Mr. 
Tilden as their candidate for the Presidency, they will regret it. 

He went on to point out that in the last three campaigns 
Eastern candidates had led the Democracy to defeat after 
defeat. It was the turn of the West, he said. He urged that the 
nomination be “given to the Western people.”^® 

The farmers of the West rose in their seats and cheered 
and cheered. So, too, did the lad in the window. 

But Mr. Tilden was nominated. 



CHAPTER VH 


WHIPPLE ACADEMY 

W^HEN William Jennings Bryan settled down in Jackson- 
ville as a Middler at Whipple Academy he knew little or 
nothing of what manner of person he was and a vast deal too 
much of what manner of person the Hon. Silas Bryan wanted 
him to be. In a vague sort of way the lad Bryan looked to 
politics as a career and to two such arc lamps of political 
achievement as his father and Abraham Lincoln as guides. 
Playing at being the United States Senate with a few boys 
of the Salem High School, Will Bryan sometimes took the 
name of the Hon. Thomas F. Bayard of Delaware as his^ — 
little foreseeing that this patrician descendant of the Cheva- 
lier Bayard and scion of the house of Peter Stuyvesant would 
three times be a candidate for the nomination for President 
of the United States* and finally content himself with the 
post of Secretary of State. There was something at once in- 
congruous and prophetic in the choice. 

Of this, however, William Jennings Bryan divined nothing. 
He carried with him from Salem two qualities already 
crystallized to a certain immutable hardness: he believed in 
himself — he, the man child, brought up among women, by 
virtue of his sex and his seniority and the heritage of his 
father’s position and authority, he saw himself a creature of 
destiny. Second, from every association throughout child- 
hood and youth William Jennings Bryan had come to be- 
lieve in the theory, at least, of democracy. To him quite 
literally, as to old Silas Bryan before him, the voice of the 
people was the voice of God. Grounded in Fundamentalism 
as he was,* he would cheerfully have submitted the West- 
minster Catechism to popular vote and abided the result. 

’•'In tEe Democratic conventions of 1876, 1880, and 1884. 
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With these two convictions firmly woven into the fabric of 
his subconscious mind William Jennings Bryan left the deer 
park behind him and stepped out into the wide, wide world 
without serious misgiving. 

The game of being United States Senators never grew to be 
a popular sport among the sons of Marion County s hard- 
headed, close-fisted farmers. They took their politics straight, 
not vicariously. But Jacksonville was different. For Jackson- 
ville regarded itself seriously as a centre of Eastern refine- 
ment in a crude, uncultured land. Thither came the intel- 
lectual Titans of the day: Wendell Phillips to lecture on the 
Lost Arts; Henry Ward Beecher and Theodore Tilton to 
follow one another on the same platform ^Jacksonville was 
nothing if not broad-minded. And when no one else was 
available there was always that distinguished Platonist, Dr. 
Hiram K. Jones, to oblige with an evening devoted to “Man: 
Spirit, Soul, Body.’* 

The object and aim of all philosophical research, concerning the 
living, is the essential Jorm existing, or which is the same, the ideal 
actual. This is the real [he would proclaim, looking up at a cor- 
ner of the ceiling with a birdlike air]. The soul, and the spirit 
through the soul, adumbrate and form a body consonant and 
conformable to the nature and quality of their conjoint disposi- 
tion and energies.® 

All Jacksonville agreed that they did indeed. 

To the end of his days William Jennings Bryan looked 
upon the rare privilege he was thus accorded in his early 
youth of intimate association with the great man as “one of 
the best bits of good fortune that has fallen to my lot.”^ 

Dr. Jones was a man of the highest character, of great learning 
and lofty ideals [William Jennings wrote in after years]. Dr. 
Jones was the head of the literary circle of the city and for some 
years a lecturer at the Concord (Massachusetts) School of Philos- 
ophy. His speciality was Plato. Possibly no scholar of his day was 
more thoroughly acquainted with the work of the great Greek 
philosopher.® 
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Nor was this solely young Bryan’s view of Cousin Hiram. 
Dr. Jones, according to the local historian, was “an en- 
thusiastic student of Plato and was justly regarded as the 
ablest and wisest interpreter of the eminent philosopher 
in this country.”® 

Yet curiously enough Dr. Hiram K. Jones had no Greek 
to speak of. His acquaintance with the eminent philosopher 
was through the somewhat constrained medium of the Bohn 
translation, while his interpretations consisted principally 
in the startling discovery that “the dialogues of Plato are 
practically Christian in their character.”^ Nevertheless, as 
far East as the capital of transcendentalism. Dr, Hiram K. 
Jones was indeed hailed by such profound, if murky, intel- 
lects as Bronson Alcott as “the reviver of the study of 
Platonism in his time and land,”® and “welcomed by the 
choice company of thinkers in Concord, and Mr. Emerson,* 
then beginning to withdraw himself more and more from 
public discourse because of failing memory.”® In short. Dr. 
Hiram K. Jones and Bronson Alcott were kindred spirits. 

He was also, according to his admiring young cousin and 
disciple, a devotee of microscopy “ and he often called me in 
to examine the specimens upon which he was working,” 
Bryan says.“ Older and less impressionable heads in Jack- 
sonville laughed not a little at Dr. Jones’s pretensions to 
science; they said his famous collection of microscopic slides 
was a stock set about which he knew little or nothing.^ 
But to young Bryan Cousin Hiram was the very embodiment 
of scientific knowledge. So limited and casual a contact with 
science William Jennings Bryan experienced at Jacksonville. 
He never improved upon it; and if in later years he came to 
regard science with a certain tolerant contempt it must be 
here set down that all the science he ever knew was not much 
above that rating. 

It may hardly be fairly laid at the door of William Jennings 
Bryan that he was one of only seven in his class refusing to 
be exposed to what meagre acquaintance with science a 


*RBlph Waldo Emerson. 
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Western institution of learning purveyed in that day. That 
was the Hon. Silas Bryan’s doing.^^ Against his father’s 
edict, however, young Bryan evinced none of the rebellion 
of a curious and acquisitive mind. His was not, on the 
whole, that kind of a mind. 

Nevertheless, there was a general atmosphere of quest 
for truth, or something respectable resembling it, about 
Illinois College not without its effect upon young William 
Jennings. He did not immediately join a church in Jackson- 
ville. He was not certain whether he would at all or not. 
In those adolescent years so full of doubt for the soundest— 
the years of which Walt Whitman could write: 

The question O me! so sad, recurring— What good 
amid these, O me, O life? — 

the Presbyterian convert from Egypt suffered his question- 
ings, too. He wanted someone to go with them — someone 
sure not by authority but by conviction. He cast about him. 

One there was who stood preeminent, a figure at once to 
enchant and appall, master of words and of men through the 
instrumentality of words — gallant, fearless, triumphant, in- 
comparable, who could challenge God and compel the hom- 
age of the pastor of Plymouth Church — Robert Green Inger- 
soll. Trembling at his own audacity, yet impelled by the 
ferment within him that must somehow be stilled, William 
Jennings Bryan wrote the Great Agnostic. Who can doubt 
the workings of Divine Providence? Bob Ingersoll never saw 
young Bryan’s letter. A secretary sent a stereotyped reply, en- 
closing a printed copy of one of Colonel Ingersoll’s addresses. 

I scanned it with eagerness and found that he had expressed 
himself about as follows: “I do not say that there is no God, I 
simply say I do not know. I do not say there is no life beyond the 
grave, I simply say I do not know” [William Jennings Bryan 
recounts]. And from that day to this I have asked myself the 
question and have been unable to answer it to my own satisfac- 
tion, how could anyone find pleasure in taking from a human 
heart a living faith and substituting therefor the cold and cheer- 
less doctrine, ‘T do not know.”“ 
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He, for one, could not. William Jennings Bryan asked no 
questions of life, then or ever. 

“I passed through a period of skepticism when I was in col- 
lege,” he says. “It was at this period that I became confused 
by the different theories of creation.” 

Nor did he ever get them straight.^® 

In his Whipple Academy days he read, too. For the first 
time in his life William Jennings Bryan tasted the secret 
sweets of romance — the thrilling adventures of a beautiful 
quadroon — soft, starlight Southern nights — passion — the 
heavy odour of jasmine — there my young heart yielded to 
the influence of Love — a first and virgin love!” But to young 
Bryan it was not fiction.^ He turned to where Mayne Reid 
had written at the end: “The book is founded upon an actual 
experience.” Yes; it was all true — except the names, of 
course. They would have to be changed. 

History came the same way, through Jacob Abbott’s en- 
thralling phantasms. Young Bryan chose the women to 
read about. Queen Elizabeth and Mary Queen of Scots he 
read twice. There was that chapter on “Elizabeth’s Lovers.” 
“Nothing is stated, not even the most minute and appar- 
ently imaginary details, without what was deemed good 
historical authority,” wrote the author. And William Jen- 
nings Bryan believed and was glad the world was so wonder- 
ful. 

He read Lowell’s poems, too, and even Shelley’s. Two 
weeks he spent with eight volumes of Grote’s History of 
Greece on his desk, and then took them back to the library. 
But Samuel Slick’s adventures in England young Bryan 
enjoyed hugely. When he read fiction, as fiction, Dickens 
was his favourite. There was something about the way 
everything comes right in the end with Dickens that struck 
William Jennings Bryan as essentially true to life. 

He spent three weeks, too, at the feet of George Bancroft in 
an atmosphere thick with the theological interpretation of 
history. Had the Hon. Silas Bryan’s indoctrination of the 
divine guidance of human affairs required other sanction, 
here it was. From Bancroft, William Jennings Bryan came 
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away convinced beyond cavil of the direct influence of God 
in bringing to fruition the American experiment in govern- 
ment. It was a faith that never wavered. 

Beyond these books, however, young Bryan did little of 
what he called “indulging in reading.”!^ His real training, he 
says, was in the debating society. Sigma Pi.^* He hardly 
knew his way about Jacksonville before he was maintaining 
in a debate (which he lost) that professional men are more 
useful to society than mechanics, and reciting “The Three 
Black Crows” as a select reading. In the art of declamation it 
is recorded that William Jennings did himself and the society 
credit.^® Essays he dodged, however®® — he would offer to 
do declamations instead.®^ 

Yet he had no grace of oratory at this time.®® Professor 
Hamill, who taught elocution, rhetoric, history, and English 
literature, thought lightly of young Bryan as a speaker — he 
inclined to timidity®® and his enunciation was poor.®* Only 
his baritone voice was extraordinarily fine. There was a 
reverberating quality to it®® that entranced his hearers what- 
ever he was saying, and a carrying power that was astonish- 
ing. It was a great temptation to young Bryan, that voice. He 
could so easily substitute.it for content in his speeches. 
Indeed, at first he did, hiding a certain vacuity behind the 
words of other men. His first year at Whipple Academy, he 
declaimed Patrick Henry’s “Give Me Liberty or Give Me 
Death” in a prize contest. The judges decided the latter 
would be appropriate.®® 

But young Bryan’s belief in himself was not dimmed. 
They made fun of him in the Sigma Pi meetings: “Bryan’s 
pathetic address moved all to tears,” the secretary recorded 
ironically.®'^ And again: 

Bryan, in the course of the debate, brought down the house 
by saying: “The President of the College is for free trade, our 
ex-President is for free trade, and I myself am for free trade.”®® 


Yet gradually it was borne in upon his classmates that 
William Jennings Bryan ranked opinions in precisely this 
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order of importance. Some respected his candour. Others 
thought he should have been a student at Yale. 

With no pronounced success attending his scholastic ef- 
forts and even less his budding career as a boy orator. Will 
Bryan sadly missed Mollie Smith’s undisguised worship. 
It was not that Will Bryan doubted himself. But he was not 
as yet immune to the human craving to have others share 
his confidence. Queen Elizabeth and Mary Queen of Scots 
were all right in their way, and not to be despised. But an 
adolescent had need of something more tan^ble. There was a 
quiet luxury about Jacksonville, with its “elegant mansions, 
the homes of the wealthy and learned,”^® with which this 
country lad, his pants frayed and shiny and baggy at the 
knees, felt himself out of keeping and self-conscious. He 
wrote his father for five dollars to buy him a new pair of 
pants. But the Hon. Silas was not to be moved by his son’s 
plea. “Down here in Salem, in Marion County, your old 
home, the people measure a man’s ability not by the length 
of his trousers, but by the breadth and depth of his brains,” 
he wrote. “ Your mother, when you get home, will attend to 
your trousers for you.”®® It was mortifying. He padded his 
accounts to cover purchases of sweets. But canny old Silas 
caught him up in that, too. Poor Will seemed to be destined 
to humiliation and defeat. 

It was Cousin Lizzie and her sister-in-law. Dr. George 
Jones’s wife, who took Will Bryan in hand when he needed it 
most. Cousin Lizzie was far from a beauty, “with her quaint 
primness and stiff little side curls,”®^ and was old enough to 
be young Bryan’s mother; but her influence “upon my ideas 
and ideals” William Jennings Bryan found it difficult to cal- 
culate.®® From the circle of women that had inclosed him 
throughout his childhood at Salem he passed straight into 
another at Jacksonville. It was his salvation. He forgot the 
doubts and questionings that had driven him momentarily 
to seek help of Robert Ingersoll; he forgot his slick pants 
and his farmer boy’s hands that seemed always in the way; 
he forgot his poverty and the tight hold Silas Bryan kept on 
the purse strings. Cousin Lizzie had faith in him. Well, he 
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would show them all! He went out to the farm of his class- 
mate, Granville Hulett, and in the big woods stood on a 
stump while Gran Hulett sat on the ground as audience and 
critic. And William Jennings Bryan practised speech mak- 
ing over and over again, until his hands no longer bothered 
him, until he could get his words out clearly without half 
trying, until he was neither self-conscious nor hesitating. 

After he had been in Whipple Academy a year William 
Jennings Bryan was ready. It was Cousin Lizzie who sug- 
gested his subject for the declamation contest — ^Virginia 
French’s stirring poem: 

“Together!” shouts Niagara his thunder- toned decree. . . . 

“Together!” cry the people, and together it shall be 
An everlasting charter-bond forever for the free ! 

Of liberty the signet seal, the one eternal sign. 

Be these united emblems — the Palmetto and the Pine. 

And William Jennings Bryan of Salem won third prize. 

He was launched. 

‘'During his college course, he was president of all the 
classes and societies to which he belonged, and showed evi- 
dence at every turn of unusual ability,”^® said the Chicago 
Tribune, when William Jennings Bryan was nominated for 
the Presidency of the United States in 1896. The American 
tradition! Yet as a description of William Jennings Bryan in 
his student days it is misleading. Will Bryan moved slowly, 
without striking brilliance, but with a diligence and pertinac- 
ity which commanded respect. He would have made an ex- 
cellent guard on a football team, but athletics did not interest 
him®^ — ^he was strong as an ox, and he saw no sense in exer- 
cise for its own sake.^® Saturdays, instead of playing base- 
ball, he made a little extra money “by clerking in a hat 
store,” as he put it.®® So Abraham Lincoln had been clerk 
in a country store at New Salem, forty-five years before. 
The Lincoln tradition was always in the back of William 
Jennings Bryan’s mind. 

The fragrant spring days when the Seniors of Illinois 
College paraded the streets of Jacksonville singing “Baby 
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Mine” under the windows of the “Jail for Angels” — as the 
Jacksonville Female Academy was called — ^wearing silk hats 
and carrying slender canes, while the Juniors sported white 
plug hats with black bands, William Jennings Bryan waited 
on customers in Goltra’s hat store and pounded away at 
German, which he hated, and geometry, which he liked. His 
chief recreation was solving mathematical problems for the 
Jacksonville JoumaiP 

Partly because he had been two years at Whipple Academy 
and was generally known, and partly because he lived with 
so important a person as Dr. Jones, who annually explained 
the facts of life to the fledgling collegians in “ a very valuable 
course of Lectures on Physiology which all students are ex- 
pected to attend, William Jennings Bryan was president 
of his class in Freshman year. He served conscientiously. 
When the customary “horn spree” took place he led his 
class and went to jail with the rest of the ringleaders.^® 

But William Jennings was no more a prince of good fellows 
in Jacksonville than he had been in Salem. His was the ster- 
ling worth that finds its supreme recognition in being chosen a 
vice president — and vice president of his class he became in 
Sophomore year,^ when his classmates had looked about 
them a bit. It was not that young Bryan was unpopular, 
exactly. But he knew what he wanted among young men 
who had come to college to find out what they wanted. 
They resented a little what seemed assurance in him, when it 
was only confidence in the integrity of his purpose. Of him- 
self it may be doubted if he was ever quite sure. The probity 
of his aim he never questioned. He made few friends, but 
close ones. One fight he did have, and only one — on a trip to 
Alton to attend a baseball game between Illinois and ShurtlefF 
colleges. It was characteristic of Bryan that he picked an 
upperclassman to have it with. There is no record of who won. 

As William Jennings Bryan grew older he grew better look- 
ing. He was above average height, his face, a little pale and 
thin still, cut by a wide, thin-lipped mouth; dark, flashing 
eyes under heavy brows; big nose; square chin; black hair, 
meticulously slicked down.'*^ A romantic figure that would 
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have set the hearts of matinee devotees going pit-a-pat had 
he been an actor. No; William Jennings Bryan was not a lad 
to be overlooked. Nor had he any intention that he should be. 

His Freshman year in the college proper, young Bryan 
improved a little on his previous record, bringing delight to 
the heart of the Hon. Silas Bryan by splitting the second prize 
in Latin prose with Thomas Antie of Petersburg. It was not, 
after all, a very distinguished showing. But it was William 
Jennings Bryan’s solitary classical achievement. He pleased 
himself vastly more and brought delight to the heart of 
Cousin Lizzie by reciting on the stage of Strawn’s Opera 
Ilouse^^ a selection from Felicia Hemans and winning the 
whole of the second prize in declamation thereby. Permitted 
to select his own prizes, William Jennings Bryan chose the 
Bible and Shakespeare. 

With his new-found self-confidence young Bryan began 
to venture more and more into the debates held by Sigma Pi, 
stoutly maintaining that a Representative is not duty 
bound to uphold all the principles of his party,^® that skepti- 
cism had done more toward hindering the progress of man 
than superstition,^ and that Catholicism is more dangerous 
to the United States than Communism.^® The Catholic men- 
ace was a burning topic among the staunch Congregational- 
ists of Illinois College.'*® Young Bryan even heard without ill 
effects the chaplain of Sigma Pi read a paper on “Science 
and Religion” wherein “it was very clearly shown that 
religion advances hand in hand with science.”*^ 

It was in Sophomore year that William Jennings Bryan 
found his feet firm at last upon the heights. He won first 
prize with an essay on “Idleness,”*® which smacked strongly 
of McGuffey’s Fourth Reader. In speaking of this produc- 
tion in later years he quietly altered its title to “Labor.” 

Creeds may differ and yet each proves its position by the Bible, 
[he wrote] but upon this subject there is no room for doubt. The 
dignity as well as the necessity of labor pervades every page of 
Holy Writ. 

Which, of course, settled the matter. 
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It was precisely these debates in which young Bryan oc- 
casionally shone and in which he exhibited marked improve- 
ment as he hammered away at them that brought William 
Jennings the greatest good fortune of his life. For from time 
to time the two rival literary societies of Illinois College held 
open meetings, and to these the young ladies of the Illinois 
Woman’s College and the Jacksonville Female Academy 
came by invitation in large, fluttering, giggling ecstatic 
groups of feminity, duly rendered the more romantic and 
desirable by the strictest of chaperonage. And it was just 
at the beginning of his Junior year in college, when progres- 
sive successes had lent young Bryan a certain flaunting arro- 
gance vastly irritating to his classmates but entirely alluring 
to the female fair, that no less than forty of the dear creatures 
assembled to hear the best of Sigma Pi perform. 

There was to be ice cream and cake afterward and a great 
sighing and furtive touching of hands and exchanging of 
sheeps’ eyes and whispered words of endearment. It was, in 
short, a memorable occasion, and the climax of the programme 
was Henry Clay’s expert pronouncement on the subject of 
ambition, appropriately declaimed by William Jennings 
Bryan." Among the quota furnished by the Jacksonville 
Female Academy to this altogether disquieting audience 
was a demure young miss who had just come to Jacksonville 
from the Monticello Academy at Godfrey, in Madison 
County — a slender, rather small young lady, with soft, dark 
brown hair and “grey-brown eyes with a searching expression 
and a calculating glint, not unmixed with humor.”“ A 
very self-poised young lady, “not beautiful, as beauty 
goes,”®^ but a “woman such as good men believed their 
sainted mothers to have been” — in a word, “the personifica- 
tion of American womanhood.”® Or so, at least, she seemed 
to the orator of the evening. 

There was a salutory mocking coolness about -Mamie 
Baird. It was not the first time she had seen young Bryan, 
and she found him “neat, though not fastidious in dress.” 
He stood firmly and with dignity, she thought. She was not a 
little amused at the extent of his smile. “That man can 
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whisper in his own ear,” someone said. But Mamie Baird 
found this “a cruel exaggeration.”” On the whole, she 
rather liked him. 

And William Jennings Bryan liked her. It was a new in- 
centive to him, and a new source of encouragement as well. 
In some ways he was doing remarkably well in the matter 
of winning prizes, for example. But in others, unaccountably, 
he had not had the success he hoped for. Since his election to 
the presidency of his class in Freshman year, he had somehow 
failed to command the suffrages of his fellow students. Even 
in the very small circle of the membership of Sigma Pi, where 
politics were rampant, William Jennings Bryan in eight elec- 
tions had been unable to capture anything higher than the 
thankless office of critic. For a young man with an ambition, 
brought up in an atmosphere of political activity, young 
Bryan had displayed no striking political talents. What 
he required, he felt, was someone to counsel and suggest, 
someone to point out his errors and advise improvements. 
And for this just such a cool-headed, humorous, sensible, 
and articulate a person as Mamie Baird was indispensable 
to him. Easily the head of her class in the Academy, she 
managed to be popular at the same time. Ambitious and self- 
reliant, she maintained close and intimate friendships with 
no sacrifice of her independence. She had a quality of being 
able to measure a situation, a question, or an individual with 
unerring common sense. There was about young Bryan a 
little too much of the crusader, of the evangelist, to be alto- 
gether serene or sure of himself, however sure he might be of 
his ability. They are by no means the same. 

Mamie Baird was exactly what Will Bryan needed. 

Young Bryan went about it in the time-honoured way — 
seeking to achieve new distinctions, new trophies of prowess, 
with which to dazzle his chosen woman. He suddenly took a 
spurt in every field. He was made financial manager and 
later associate editor of the college paper He managed at 
last to be elected vice president of Sigma Pi.” And he was 
appointed one of five contestants for the Junior Oratorical 
Prize, the laurel crown of collegiate achievement. The winner 



WHIPPLE ACADEMY 


77 


would represent his college in the intercollegiate oratorical 
contest which, throughout the Middle West, was and still 
is so signal a distinction. 

■ William Jennings Bryan’s oration was on Individual 
Power. He showed that “ those who had given to the world 
the great ideas were the men who had made preparation.” 
He himself had. 

I left nothing undone that would contribute towards success. I 
had had in mind for nearly five years the honor of representing 
the college in the oratorical contest [he relates]. This vision was 
before me and my work as a declaimer, as an essayist, and in the 
delivering of orations was to this end. 

I was successful.®* 

It was late at night before the judges rendered their de- 
cision. Lights were out in the Jacksonville Female Academy 
and Mamie Baird was tucked away in bed, even if she was 
not asleep. Will Bryan could not wait till morning to apprise 
her of his triumph; they had arranged that if he should win, 
he would pass by the “Jail for Angels,” dragging his cane 
along the picket fence. 

So at three o’clock in the morning of that soft May night 
the stillness of Jacksonville’s streets was shattered. “ Clack- 
clack-clack-clack . . .” went his cane along the pickets. And 
Mamie Baird sat up suddenly in bed, her eyes shining. He 
had done it! She sank back on her pillows and fell asleep 
with a sigh of content. 

But it was not all glory. When the final test came and at 
Galesburg the following October William Jennings Bryan 
for Illinois College delivered an oration on Justice, the prize 
he won was the second prize. 

I do not feel as I thought I would [he wrote Mamie Baird]. I 
prayed that humility might be given with success. My prayer is 
answered, for I cannot feel that I am anything more than I was 
before, and as I look over the possibilities of life, I can honestly 
ask in the language of Lincoln’s favorite hymn, “Why should the 
spirit of mortal be proud?” 
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In truth, William Jennings Bryan stood face to face with 
himself in that hour in a way in which it is given few men to 
stand so early in life. That destiny of which he had been so 
sure — ^possibly it was not as certain as he thought. He recalled 
a dream that had come to him: 

I could see my name very distinctly occupying the second place, 
but I could not make out the name of the man who was awarded 
the first prize.®^ 

It was not material. What lay at the bottom of William 
Jennings Bryan’s mind was that he was perhaps doomed to 
be second in all things, to dream and struggle and toil and 
hope and then just miss winning. Perhaps in his secret heart 
that was what he wanted most to do: to finish his course 
without faltering; to fight a good fight; to keep the faith — and 
to fail. Yet it was disconcerting. He could not quite admit it 
to himself. Somehow he must reconquer his shaken self- 
esteem. 

So with the fifty dollars of his second prize, William 
Jennings Bryan bought a tiny ring, a garnet set in gold. With 
it safe in his pocket he marched boldly up to Mamie Baird — 
he so big and she so little, smiling up at him. And he put the 
ring on her finger. 

It was during the campaign of 1896 that she lost it.*® 



CHAPTER VIII 


ILLINOIS COLLEGE 

The campaign of 1880 engulfed William Jennings Bryan. 
He read every word of the dramatic scene at Chicago in 
June where Garfield, dexterously outmanoeuvring Roscoe 
Conkling, captured the Republican nomination for himself — 
a dark horse. He smiled over the stupidity of Conkling’s 
arrogance and watched Garfield loyally voting for John 
Sherman for thirty-six ballots while quietiy working for 
himself. It was a classic in political technique by no means 
lost on young Bryan. What he admired most was the con- 
summate adroitness with which Garfield emerged from the 
contest with the whole-hearted support of Sherman. Gar- 
field, said Sherman, had “a great head and a great heart.”^ 
He had a great head, at all events, and he knew the value of 
a tactful speech at the right moment. The incident was 
filed away in young Bryan’s mind for future reference. 

Many things happened to William Jennings Bryan that 
memorable year besides his formal engagement to Mamie 
Baird. Just a little too soon to learn of his son’s oratorical 
triumphs or of his engagement either. Judge Bryan passed to 
his eternal rest and lay in state in the Marion County Court 
House, where he had been a distinguished figure so many 
years. In that hour his fellow citizens forgot that Silas Bryan 
had been bigoted, remarkable principally for a certain lack 
of culture and broad outlook upon life, and alternately 
ruled by ay^rice and ambition. They recalled only that in an 
age when politics and dishonesty were synonymous Silas 
Lillard Bryan had passed his life in politics and remained an 
honest man. He may have guided his course by beacons be- 
hind rather than before him. No doubt he did. But through- 
out his days he believed passionately in those principles of 
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the Declaration of Independence he was wont to declaim 
so sonorously at Fourth of July celebrations. If they found 
little practical application to his own life, Silas Bryan was in 
that respect no different to the rest of his countrymen. 

To Marion County folk, Will Bryan was only Judge 
Bryan’s oldest boy home from college, when the political 
tom-toms began to beat that summer. Besides, he was not 
old enough to vote. However, for his father’s sake the local 
Democratic Committee agreed to give young Bryan a chance 
to do a little speaking if he wanted to. He did want to. 

There was nothing glamorous about William Jennings 
Bryan’s initial political effort. He was to speak at a farmer’s 
picnic in a grove near Salem. When he arrived there were 
four men present. Two were other speakers; one had the 
gambling concession for the picnic; the fourth owned the 
grove. Nobody else came.^ 

Later young Bryan had better luck. They put him on the 
programme for a Saturday-night rally at the Court House, 
when all the farmers from the country about would be in town 
and the torchlights would smoke and gutter and the most 
distinguished Democratic leaders obtainable would grace the 
platform. William Jennings Bryan talked an hour and a half, 
and when the crowd broke up and men in overalls and 
hickory shirts pushed their way through swinging doors they 
said to one another: 

“Well, Billy Bryan’s got a nice voice, but he ain’t the 
man his father was — and never will be.” 

Back in Congressman William McKendree Springer’s 
district, when college opened again young Bryan found the 
going easier. Many an Illinois College lad was being used in 
the country schoolhouses scattered all over the district and 
Will Bryan had no difficulty at all in getting an assignment 
to speak. He and Millard Fillmore Dunlap were sent out to 
the Buckhorn schoolhouse one night, not so far from Jackson- 
ville. They lost their way and were taken for Republicans 
coming to break up the meeting — a good deal of the spirit of 
the days following the war was still alive in the country dis- 
tricts of Illinois — but they finally reached the place. The 



ILLINOIS COLLEGE 


81 


presiding officer rejoiced in the name of Timothy Flynn, and 
when he saw how young the speaker of the evening was he 
took Bryan aside and offered him a nip from a hip flask. 

“Well,” he said dubiously, when William Jennings refused, 
“do the best you can, anyhow. You can give ’em hell — there 
ain’t a Republican in the audience.”® 

Young Bryan did. 

That night when he and Dunlap lay abed in the dark in 
Dunlap’s house in Jacksonville, William Jennings Bryan sud- 
denly spoke his thought aloud. 

“I am going to the Senate,” he said. “I am going to the 
Senate first, and then . . 

His voice trailed off. But both boys knew what was in 
William Jennings Bryan’s mind. They lay long awake think- 
ing of it.^ 

William Jennings Bryan took the defeat of General Han- 
cock much as a modern college student takes the loss of the 
great football game of the year. 

They tell us we are dead. In msmoriam has appeared in every 
Republican journal throughout the land. How they long to plant 
the cypress over our final resting place! But, gentlemen, they sing 
their solemn dirges too soon [he thundered]. The Democrats may 
have been slaughtered, but like the oxen of the sun, which the 
companions of Ulysses butchered, the hides crawl after their 
tormentors.® 

And curiously enough the young man was right. In the very 
next election following Garfield’s triumph the Democrats 
crawled after their tormentors to some purpose. 

William Jennings Bryan had other things on his mind 
besides politics that year. There was the difficult business of 
seeing Mamie Baird, for example. It was one thing to be en- 
gaged to an inmate of the “Jail for Angels” and another to 
manage any intercourse whatever with the lady. The rules 
of that institution were based on the assumption that no 
young girl could be trusted and were calculated to preserve 
the purity of American womanhood m et armis if need be. 
“Your daughters,” parents were notified, “are not to receive 
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permission from you to visit, to receive company, to carry on 
correspondence in violation of our general regulations.”® 
All of which made William Jennings Bryan’s courtship ex- 
ceedingly trying. 

Mamie Baird’s father was a retired country storekeeper 
in a town of some two hundred inhabitants, thirty miles 
from Jacksonville. An only child of moderately well-to-do 
parents, she had ambitions of her own and was eager to go to 
college. She took vocal lessons, which cost $25 extra, and art 
(consisting principally of china decoration), which cost 
$12.50 more.^ On Washington’s Birthday she read a paper 
on “Webster’s Eulogy on Washington” which was described 
as “ highly instructive, and displayed excellence of style and 
originality to a rare degree.”® She was deeply impressed by 
Bronson Alcott’s lecture to the young ladies of the Female 
Academy, in which he advised them to keep a diary and told 
them “what to put into it.”® Mamie Baird began a diary at 
once. None of these attainments, however, helped her to get 
off to go buggy riding with the young man of her heart. It was 
Will Bryan’s friend Gran Hulett who accomplished the 
miracle. 

Gran Hulett and Will Bryan were rivals throughout their 
six years together in Whipple Academy and Illinois College 
in all things except girls. They were so close in scholarship 
that at the end there was not a pin’s difference between 
them, and in one famous debate in Sigma Pi, when William 
Jennings Bryan fiercely assailed Prohibition, Hulett worsted 
him badly.^® So sharp was the struggle between the two and 
so deeply did it cut into Bryan’s mind that when he came to 
write his Memoirs half a century later he mispelled Hulett’s 
name — as he altered the name of his first terrifying school- 
teacher at Salem, and of his professor of elocution at Illinois 
College. Will Bryan never did like that elocution pro- 
fessor. “ 

According to popular belief at the time, legendary since, 
Mamie Baird used to climb out on a balcony of the Female 
Academy, swing out on a limb of one of the giant elms close 
to the building, and slide down to the waiting arms of her 
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sweetheart. There was precisely the right amount of romance 
in such a procedure to satisfy the cravings of the Victorian 
mind — and not a doubt Mamie Baird would have done just 
that if she had had to. But Gran Hulett was a “trusty” of 
Professor Erastus F. Bullard, the dragon who presided over 
the “Jail for Angels” and had the run of the place. Hulett 
would let Mamie Baird out the cellar door in the early dusk 
and let her in again when the moonlight buggy ride with Will 
Bryan was over.^^ Indeed, everyone conspired to promote 
the romance. Professor Tanner, who taught Latin and rhet- 
oric in the college and was intensely sentimental, invited 
the two young people often to his house, where they could 
see one another to their hearts’ content, unmolested. It was 
he who finally married them.^® Cousin Liz2ie did her part, too, 
and there were fortnightly meetings of a young people’s 
reading club, where little or no reading was done, and picnics 
along the bluflfs of Maivaise Terre Creek, that the Morgan 
County folk called “Movestar.” 

Of course Mamie Baird was caught stepping out to go 
buggy riding with young Bryan. As punishment she was sent 
home before the end of her first year at Jacksonville — ^put on 
the train by the irate principal of the Academy in person. It 
is not recorded that young Bryan suffered any penalty for the 
disaster he had brought upon the young lady. That was the 
way of the Victorian world. But one thing may be said for 
William Jennings Bryan: he faced the music without flinch- 
ing. When Professor Bullard put Mamie Baird on the train 
to send her back to her parents Will Bryan was hidden in the 
baggage coach ahead. He went with her. Hand in hand^^ they 
faced her father together. When William Jennings Bryan 
emerged from the trying interview with John Baird he was 
an engaged man. Nothing further was said about the esca- 
pade. 

Shordy afterward he visited her again, this time at her 
parents’ home and with their permission. The one chance 
they had to be alone, however, was when she drove him to 
the station in her phaeton. As they drove along they came 
upon a man trying to repair a broken harness. 
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“Wait a minute,” said young Bryan. “I’d better help that 
man.” 

“Don’t bother with him,” begged Mamie Baird. “I know 
the family. They’re shiftless. You’d only waste your time.” 

What she meant was “our time.” They drove on a little 
way, then Bryan put his hand over hers on the reins. 

“Stop, please,” he said. “I must go back. He needs me.’^ 

He went back [wrote Mamie Baird, forty-five years later]. And 
while he repaired the dilapidated harness, the all too short hours 
of our visit passed. That might serve as an epitome of his life. 

The next year Mamie Baird returned to the Jacksonville 
Female Academy and was graduated at the head of her class. 
William Jennings Bryan’s record was not so brilliant as hers. 
In most of his studies he ranked second.^® Geology and science 
in general, such as was given — only a term each^® — held 
him back. But he had two terms of De Tocqueville on Ameri- 
can Government, and in that and moral philosophy he ranked 
loo per cent. — “the acknowledged hero of his class.” 

Thus in the end he managed to divide scholastic honours 
with Gran Hulett — Bryan the Valedictory and Hulett the 
Salutatory. William Jennings Bryan never quite achieved 
the clean-cut victory he worked so hard to attain. He hoped 
to be editor of the college paper; he was only associate edi- 
tor.^'^ He was vice president of the Interstate Oratorical As- 
sociation and at the annual banquet responded to the toast 
of “The Girls,”^® but he was never president. Bitterest dis- 
appointment of all, after William Jennings Bryan had slaved 
and schemed and played politics to the best of his ability for 
six years, “his inordinate ambition to become president ol 
Sigma Pi was doomed to defeat.”^® He was made chaplain, 
instead.®® 

It did not occur to William Jennings Bryan, then or ever, 
that anything might be wrong with his system. His was the 
accepted American view of life^ One worked for definite ends, 
consciously visualized — ’to win a certain prize; to obtain a 
college degree; to be elected to a specific office; to amass a 
fortune; to be buried with imposing honours in a national 
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cemetery under an elaborate monument. America was the 
creation of men who went about the business of life in this 
practical fashion, not of those who sought knowledge for its 
own sake or truth because lies and hypocrisy repelled them. 
The spirit of inquiry — the scientific spirit — that was abroad 
in the world in the ’seventies and 'eighties, no more than 
brushed the mind of William Jennings Bryan with its wings. 
Even that slight touch he felt only on the side of his nature 
immune to change — the emotional side, where belief was be- 
lief and all else damnation. It could not stir him. 

I think it would be just as easy for the kind of God we believe in 
to make the earth in six days as in six years or in six million years 
or in six hundred million years. I do not think it important whether 
we believe one or the other [he said].^^ 

Fact did not interest him. Faith was sufficient. 

No impulse, no influence he received during his six 
years in Whipple Academy and Illinois College was in the 
slightest degree calculated to alter the fixed conception of 
what is a life well lived that William Jennings Bryan fetched 
with him to Jacksonville from the narrow circle of women 
who moulded him first in Salem, and the acquisitive material- 
ism of his father. Among his fellow students, sons of the 
Middle West, success was measured by the achievement of 
such feats as the winning of prizes, the capturing of honours. 
The showy, florid, superficial attainments of men like Pro- 
fessor Tanner and Dr. Hiram K. Jones made the former 
president of Illinois College and the latter a trustee and Jack- 
sonville’s most famous figure. There were men of worth and 
courage, as well: Sturtevant, whom Lincoln trusted; Rufus 
Crampton, a thorough man and a straight thinker. But no 
gaudy honours came to them, and them William Jennings 
Bryan neither sought out nor knew. He was content with his 
Sunday school, his debating society, his buggy rides with 
Mgmie Baird. 

“Success, glory, and honour have been placed as the re- 
wards of the diligent,” he proclaimed. 

He was diligent.®* 
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As his college career drew to a close it became imperative 
for William Jennings Bryan to decide what he was going to 
do. Silas Bryan was dead, and his law office in Salem in charge 
of two of William Jennings Bryan’s cousins. There might be 
a place there. One of the cousins had gone to the Union Col- 
lege of Law, in Chicago, It was as good a thing to do as any. 
Already the college Rambler ]ck&d. a bit about a possible law 
firm of Bryan, Drennan and Tomlinson. After all, for what 
else was he so well equipped, with his golden voice, his 
facility as a speaker, his quickness in debate, his ability to 
hold an audience? 

In May of his Senior year, William Jennings Bryan made 
up his mind. He “intends to study law, making it the step- 
ping stone to the arena of politics,” the Rambler announced.^® 
At the class dinner his was the toast to “Our Lawyer. 
The class history poked fun at Bryan’s fondness for peanuts; 
but it also recorded that “law and politics are his friends, 
and he intends to court them as soon as other things will 
permit.”^® The one other thing was his engagement to 
Mamie Baird. 

It was appropriately romantic that she should deliver the 
Valedictory at the Jacksonville Female Academy and he at 
Illinois College, Of hers, nothing is known. But the final 
oration of William Jennings Bryan as an undergraduate is 
the epitome of his outlook upon life at twenty-one. It was — 
indeed, it would be — upon “Character.” 

It is a slow but sure growth in which every thought and action 
lends its aid. To form character is to form grooves in which are to 
flow the purpose of our lives [he said]. This we are doing each 
day, consciously or unconsciously. There is character formed by our 
association with each friend ... by every object toward which our 
affections go out, yea, by every thought that flies on its lightning 
wing through the dark recesses of the brain. ... As little reason 
have we to murmur if in after-life we discover a character deformed 
by the evil thoughts and actions of to-day — as Ifttle reason have 
we to impeach the wisdom of God if our wild oats, as they are 
called in palliation, leave scars upon our manhood, which years of 
reform fail to wear away.“ 
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Which was, after all, as sound psychology as If it had been 
written by Sigmund Freud. One may call it sin or faithless- 
ness to one’s self. But the wages is death. 

Throughout his college course the mind of William Jen- 
nings Bryan dwelt in the realm of those abstractions common 
to the general run of mankind. These formed the theme of his 
public utterances: Individual Power, Justice, Eloquence. 
Around them he massed a phalanx of truisms — “knowledge 
which everybody would admit, as Henry Ward Beecher 
put it. And having laid a foundation of Incontestable truths — 
or what passed as truths to the average mind — ^he brought 
them to bear upon his audience with all his excited heart and 
feeling. It had been the formula of oratorical success from 
time immemorial. It was the very structure of that prodigious 
growth just then emerging from small beginnings at Fair 
Point, on Chautauqua Lake. Essentially characteristic of 
America, this confidence that a mere sonorous recital of ax- 
ioms is the equivalent of thought was what William Jennings 
Bryan took with him from Illinois College as the furniture of 
an adult mind. 

His Commencement was not, however, all triumph. There 
was what was known as a “bogus programme” of the exer- 
cises surreptitiously printed by the wits of the class and cir- 
culated among the audience. And while William Jennings 
Bryan delivered his Valedictory with impressive earnestness 
they read it and giggled and nudged one another. 

This cute youth hopes some day to secure a position as page 
in the U. S. Senate, a place which he is admirably fitted to fill, as 
well from his convenient size as from his natural disposition and 
talents [it read]. It sounds well to hear him say: “Cromwell, I 
charge thee fling away ambition!” in view of the fact that his 
college life has been one continuous endeavour to secure place 
and power. . . . He will talk and gesticulate concerning char- 
acter in a forcible manner. His conscientious principles (we 
suppose) have impelled him to blarney the boys on diflFerent 
occasions in order to secure their votes. 

There is a cruelty in youth that is not without is accompani- 
ment of salutary candour. 
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If young Bryan’s classmates feared that his engagement to 
Mamie Baird would lead him to marry at once and take a job 
with Millard Fillmore Dunlap in a local bank they little 
knew their Mamie Baird. She had been intensely ambitious 
for herself : had even dreamed of a career. But now all of that 
was sunk in the future of her man. Not that Mamie Baird 
conceived herself in any Tennysonian r81e of yearning passive- 
ness. She saw life as a'mutual undertaking of two who loved 
each other dearly, between whom there could never be ques- 
tion, not by any conscious sacrifice on the part of either, 
but because their minds would come gradually to flow in 
a common channel. 

Nothing must ever be allowed to shake our confidence in each 
other [he wrote her]. If we keep no secrets from each other we 
cannot wander far from the right path.*® 

Nor did they. 

With these two, emotion was no taskmaster but a tool to 
work with; marriage no sentimental relationship but a joint 
enterprise. If William Jennings Bryan, by his good looks, his 
magnificent physique, his incomparable voice, his resistless 
magnetism, was supremely fitted to walk the quarterdeck 
in gold braid, megaphone in hand, Mamie Baird was not 
resentful. She rejoiced. 

For, unseen in the pilot house, she charted the course of 
their ship. 
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CHICAGO 

A VAST and stately town,” wrote Edward A. Freeman. “In 
that great city I could see or hear of nothing older than the 
fire.” Sir Henry Irving was slightly less exuberant. He came 
from the depot, he says, “through piles of lumber, and back 
streets filled with liquor bars, and decorated with flaming 
posters, to fine stately thoroughfares, crowded with people, 
past imposing buildings marked with architectural dignity, 
to the Grand Pacific Hotel.” 

True, the Pennsylvania Railroad was doing its best to 
persuade the public to stop using that horrid word “ depot.” 
Even the splendid depot at Pittsburgh was to be called a 
“station.” Very elegant was the Pennsylvania Railroad in 
1 88 1, with its twenty-six hour Limited between Chicago and 
New York, meals actually served on the train. No longer 
would the clanging dinner bell at eating stops tumble the 
passengers out for fifteen minutes for dinner.^ Other rail- 
roads into Chicago, consumed with jealousy, countered with 
a rate war. William Jennings Bryan could have travelled to 
New York, spent two whole days there, and returned to 
Chicago, all for $9.® So tremendous an adventure never sug- 
gested itself to Will Bryan, however. He was saving his 
money to get married. 

The Chicago for which Will Bryan and Gran Hulett took 
train from Jacksonville was an “elegant city of over half a 
million inhabitants,”® boasting seventy-two miles of stone 
sidewalks and eleven miles of concrete ones, not to speak of 
almost two hundred miles of improved streets.^ There was an 
Art Institute and an Athenaeum and McVicker’s “beautiful 
temple which bears his name, as handsome a place as any of 
the character in the country.”® 
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A highly moral town, too, was this Western metropolis that 
had so swiftly outstripped Cincinnati and St. Louis. The 
tabernacle of Moody and Sankey at LaSalle Street and 
Chicago Avenue was a very redoubt of righteousness. The 
godly of Chicago severely rebuked the Reverend H. W. 
Thomas, pastor of one of the largest Methodist churches, for 
holding among other convictions that no sane man would be- 
lieve all of the Bible. He was found guilty of heresy. Even 
Carter Harrison, the newly elected Democratic mayor, was 
moved to raise his voice in protest against what he called 
shameless attacks upon the good name of Chicago: 

Some of our own people [he complained] have been made to 
believe that this city is a sink of festering crime. ... As Mayor of 
Chicago, proud of its good name, I cannot silently permit that this 
name be tarnished by the slanders of men who, had they lived 1800 
years ago, would have sold their Master for thirty pieces of silver. 

A mass meeting was promptly called to have saloons closed 
at midnight and their number limited to one for every five 
hundred inhabitants.® But nothing came of it. 

Chicago was the great world to William Jennings Bryan in 
a way that Jacksonville never had been. He had hardly ar- 
rived before the National Farmers’ Alliance met there to op- 
pose all monopolies, favour an income tax, denounce free 
railroad passes, demand regulation of railroad rates, and de- 
clare the adulteration of food equivalent to counterfeiting.^ 
The employees of one of the railroads struck for an increase 
of wages to twenty cents an hour and won their demands.® 
Speculation in breadstufFs attained such proportions that the 
“scenes at the Board of Trade at the height of the excitement 
have been simply indescribable”® — this wild gambling in 
|grain was a national scandal, trailing ruin in its wake. Yet 
thirty thousand American tourists spent fifty million dollars 
in Europe that same summer.^® 

Garfield died, and the citizens of Chicago hanged his as- 
sassin in effigy^* while thousands followed an imposing cata- 
falque through Chicago’s streets.^ Men who had never given 
the contingency a thought found their grief over the Presi- 
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dent’s death sharply intensified by the vision of Roscoe 
Conkling’s errand boy in the White House. 

So many redoubtable events dismayed young Bryan. The 
walls of the secluded little world of Illinois College and Dr. 
Hiram K. Jones’s Christian home suddenly expanded as by 
magic, leaving this twenty-one-year-old lad naked and com- 
fortless among strangers. Chicago furnished the only direct 
contact William Jennings Bryan ever did have with that 
industrial America, already growing with such appalling 
speed. He shrank from it as a woman might, never seeking to 
understand it, always a little fearsome of the complexity of its 
problems. Even that very first morning, when he and Gran 
Hulett arrived. Will Bryan was awestruck and apprehensive 
of the great city. One person he knew in it, at least by rep- 
utation. Him he sought out straightway. 

“A quiet, sincere, frank, honest American gentleman,” 
said a memorial of the Chicago Bar Association.^® “Lyman 
Trumbull was one of the very great men of the nation.” 
He was precisely that when Will Bryan came to ask his help 
in the fall of i88i. Cousin to those Jonathan TrumbuUs who 
seem to be hereditary governors of Connecticut, descended 
on his mother’s side from Increase and Cotton Mather, Ly- 
man Trumbull was, as Joseph Medill grudgingly described 
him, “ a man of great ability, undoubted integrity, and stain- 
less reputation, pure as the driven snow and nearly as cold.”^^ 
Secretary of State of Illinois at twenty-eight, Lyman Trum- 
bull spent thirty-two years in public life without ever once 
making the most infinitesimal concession to expediency or 
yielding a jot of his convictions in support of any cause or 
for any reason whatever, good or ill. He was one of those to 
whom Honest Abe wrote frequent cryptic letters marked 
very confidential^ with the persons mentioned in them in- 
dicated only by initials and the little caution at the end — 
“ Do not let my name be known in the matter.” They dis- 
agreed on many points, did Lincoln and Trumbull. But if 
there was man or woman whom Lincoln trusted implicitly 
Trumbull was he. “He could have been President instead of 
Hayes or Garfield or Harrison,” said Joseph Medill. But 
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there is a price a man pays to be President of the United 
States that Lyman Trumbull did not have in his purse. 
Nothing in his long life so grieved Trumbull as to see Abra- 
ham Lincoln pay that price by making Simon Cameron his 
Secretary of War.“ 

Lyman Trumbull had been Judge of the Supreme Court 
of Illinois, Congressman, United States Senator, candidate 
for Governor, tendered the ambassadorship to Great Britain. 
He draughted the Thirteenth Amendment to the Constitution 
of the United States and introduced the Freedmen’s Bureau 
and Civil Rights bills, the three measures designed to 
secure forever the gains to humanity of the war between the 
states. He was one of the “seven traitors” vilified and excori- 
ated because he would not vote to impeach Andrew John- 
son. His name was cut deep and clean in the tablets of his 
country’s history. He was approaching seventy and was of 
that breed who grow more radical as they grow older. 

To be sure there was little enough in common between the 
Hon. Silas Bryan and the Hon. Lyman Trumbull at any 
time. But, after all, Silas Bryan did learn something from 
the war between the states, and one of the things he learned 
was what manner of man that selfsame Lyman Trumbull, 
against whom he had voted so zealously for the Senate in 
1854, really was. Once having seen the light the Hon. Silas 
Bryan was not the man to temporize. In 1871, when the 
shattered Democratic party was casting about for a standard 
bearer, it was no other than Silas Bryan who suggested 
Trumbull as “the Providential man for the present crisis.” 
He did even more. He offered, himself, if Trumbull were 
willing, to promote the choice by a hopeful Democracy 
of the Hon. Lyman Trumbull for President of the United 
States. Lyman Trumbull did not reject Silas Bryan’s over- 
ture. But in the excitement of his own campaign for Congress, 
the matter appears to have slipped the Hon. Silas Bryan’s 
mind. It did not slip his son’s mind, however. And when 
William Jennings Bryan, ten years later, discussed with his 
family the best place to study law, the fact that Judge 
Trumbull was the leading figure of . the Chicago bar was a 
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factor of weight. Nothing much was ever allowed to lie fallow 
with the Bryans. 

On the other hand, this was not the sole reason why Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan finally matriculated at the Union 
College of Law. He had little choice in the matter. Judge 
Bryan was dead, and the master spirit of the law firm of 
Bryan, Jennings & Bryan — all in the family — was Will 
Bryan’s cousin, Charles Edgar Jennings, a man of “intense 
and absolute fixity of purpose,” those who knew him said; 
with “a dominating resolve to rise and make his influence 
felt.”^® In a word, a true Jennings. He had gone to the 
Union College of Law, and that, he decided, was where Will 
Bryan would go, too. When Will Bryan completed his law 
course, he would come back to Salem and enter the firm in 
his father’s place. That was settled. 

In formulating this programme for his cousin, Charles 
Edgar Jennings neglected two important factors. One was 
William Jennings Bryan and the other was Mamie Baird. 
Neither had the remotest intention of settling down to a 
country law practice in Salem, Illinois. Both were firmly 
convinced that there were far greater things in store for 
William Jennings Bryan than ever Egypt would offer. But 
one law school was, on the whole, more or less like another; 
so they made no point of the matter at this time. Leaving his 
beloved with her family, Will Bryan marched resolutely off 
to Chicago, high hopes in his heart. 

The Union College of Law was Chicago’s oldest law school. 
In time it came to have a certain distinction as the law de- 
partment of Northwestern University, but when William 
Jennings Bryan entered it was only as they received their 
degrees that the law students realized that they were part 
of a larger institution of learning. The fact was printed on 
the diplomas. There was a faculty of four and forty-three 
students in Will Bryan’s class, two of them girls. Class 
hours were from eight to ten and four to six so that the stu- 
dents could work the better part of each day in some Chicago 
law office. It gave them practical experience and helped them 
to earn a little money toward the price of tuition. 
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It was a job of this sort that William Jennings Bryan 
sought in the oflSice of the Hon. Lyman Trumbull. As Trum- 
bull was a generous soul who bore no malice, young Bryan 
was duly installed at the office boy’s desk. He copied plead- 
ings in longhand, filled the inkwells, and swept out the office, 
all for five dollars a week. But back in Salem, and even in 
Jacksonville, it had a sonorous sound to say that William 
Jennings Bryan was reading law in the office of the great 
Lyman Trumbull. Young Bryan missed no opportunity to 
say it. 

Of the law as a means of livelihood William Jennings Bryan 
learned nothing whatever from Lyman Trumbull and little 
enough from law school. The Hon. Lyman Trumbull was 
Professor of Constitutional and Statute Law and Practice in 
the United States Courts, in the law school of Chicago 
University; but that was, after all, a rather specialized 
subject of scant utility to a young man ploughing his way 
through Blackstone and Kent. Trumbull was a lawyer’s 
lawyer — he might have helped Bryan at fifty; he was no use 
to Bryan at twenty-one. What drew the two together was 
not law, or even politics, about which young Bryan was so 
enthusiastic and old Trumbull so tolerantly disillusioned — 
but Henry Trumbull. 

Henry was the youngest of Judge Trumbull’s sons. Bril- 
liant, indolent, lovable, unstable, he drank and played cards 
and got into trouble at Yale and was fetched home to study 
law under his father’s eye, in Will Bryan’s class. For such a 
lad, the circumspect conduct and strict moral views of an 
upstanding young man like William Jennings Bryan were 
precisely what was needed, or so thought Lyman Trumbull. 
So young Bryan came often to the Trumbull house at Oak- 
land, and Henry Trumbull and Will Bryan were inseparable. 

It did ndther of them any good. Certainly, for a son of 
Trumbull there was no way of salvation through Bryan’s 
unquestioning faith that “one can be convicted of sin, and, 
in a spasm of repentance, be born again.’’^’^ There was some- 
thing just a Htde too easy and evasive of all responsibility 
about this smug procedure of throwng the entire burden on 
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God. Lyman Trumbull had a philosophy of his own, less 
positive perhaps, certainly less facile, but also less naive; 

Whilst ever ready to acknowledge my own imperfection and 
impotence, I suppose I know nothing of, or at best see but as 
through a glass dimly, that change of heart of which the converted 
speak, and which comes of a faith it has not been given me to pos- 
sess,^® 

he wrote. To William Jennings Bryan this was unthinkable. 
Religion was “the only basis of morality.”^® He could con- 
ceive no other. Never before in his life had he come into 
intimate contact with a man like Lyman Trumbull, who had 
different standards, or Henry Trumbull, who, without pre- 
tensions to conspicuous virtue, could grasp in an hour what 
it took Bryan weeks to master.^® 

In this incongruous association, therefore, Henry Tram- 
bull’s very weaknesses came to be William Jennings Bryan’s 
strength, and Lyman Trumbull’s anxiety for his son justifica- 
tion of William Jennings Bryan’s faith. Had Bryan required 
demonstration that the race is not to the swift nor the battle 
to the strong, here it was. He emerged from his intimacy with 
the Trumbull family, his horizon not enlarged but con- 
stricted. His was plainly the way of righteousness and of re- 
ward. If the facts of human experience failed to accord with 
one’s theory of life the remedy was not to modify one’s theory 
but to alter the facts. 

Applied to the law so empiric an approach was not helpful. 
It left William Jennings Bryan far from the head of his class, 
grounded only in certain broad, resounding principles of 
jurisorudence, useful, perhaps, to a lecturer but scarcely 
calcmated to weigh with hard-headed juries. It in no wise im- 
paired his value as a political orator, however; quite the 
contrary, in fact. Since it was as a political orator, in class 
and out, that William Jennings Bryan sought to make his 
mark at the Union College of Law, he was well satisfied. In 
the very first of the fortnightly meetings of the College Liter- 
ary Society, with the help of Henry Trumbull and Dan Kagy, 
of Salem, Will Bryan managed to be elected the orator of 
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the occasion. Bryan selected “Eternal Vigilance is the 
Price of Safety as a subject. 

I have been deeply moved by the lethargy of our people [he 
wrote Mamie Baird]. The perpetuity of a nation I think depends 
more upon the character of its people than upon the principles 
which underlie its government, and observing the inaction of our 
people, the carelessness with which they elect their representatives 
and neglect the administration of justice, I am wrought up to 
such a pitch that I cannot hold in. 

It was all strongly reminiscent of that highly emotional 
discourse on Character with which William Jennings Bryan 
had regaled his classmates of Illinois College. But as his 
new classmates had not heard that, his oration was an in- 
stant and signal success. 

Nevertheless, William Jennings Bryan was not popular. 
His fellow students had come to law school to be lawyers, 
not Senators. They resented Bryan’s attempt to turn the 
classroom into a political debating society. William Jennings 
Bryan had no desire to be included in the little groups of 
students who gathered about scrubbed deal tables in German 
beer gardens and argued points of law over a stein of Pilsener. 
In any event, he was not asked to join them. He had his own 
little group of intimates — Gran Hulett, studying medicine; 
Dan Kagy, of Salem; Adolphus Talbot, whom he had first 
met at Galesburg; and his own younger brother, Charley — 
old acquaintances, not new. They met every Sunday after 
church and dined together, each taking turn as host. One 
Sunday when it was Will Bryan’s turn, he asked the others 
what they would have. 

“You’re host, Will,” said Gran Hulett. “You do the 
ordering.” 

“All right,” said Bryan. “Let’s all have apple dumplings.” 

They ate it. 

“Now what?” asked Bryan. 

“ Go ahead and order. Will,” said the others. 

“All right. Apple pie.” 

They ate that, too. When they had finished no one had 
any room for more food. 
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“ I figured,” Bryan confided to Gran Hulett, with his wide 
smile, “ that two orders of apples would fill us all up and I 
could save a little on the meal.”^^ 

In many ways there was a good deal more Scotch than 
Irish in the make-up of William Jennings Bryan. 

It was almost four miles from where Will and Charley 
Bryan roomed, far out on the South Side, near where the 
growing industrial town of Hyde Park began, to the Law 
School. But Will Bryan habitually walked it to save fare 
on the cable car. Every morning, too, he walked three blocks 
for his breakfast, to a place where he could get three buns for 
ten cents, instead of two. He wore a black alpaca coat, a very 
low collar with a black string cravat tied in a careless bow, 
parted his hair far over on the right side, and let his beard 
grow. He looked like Moody and talked like Moody, his 
classmates said. Not a few of them wondered what Bryan 
was doing in law at all. 

None of this disturbed William Jennings Bryan. He ap- 
peared to be not only insensitive to criticism, but good- 
natured about it. There was within him a profound convic- 
tion that he was right that was like an armour. Added to this 
was his desire to claim the lady of his heart as soon as possi- 
ble — just so soon as he was making I500 a year, he said.^ 
Between the two, during the two years he spent in Chicago, 
William Jennings Bryan dwelt in a little world of his own 
which nothing of the feverish, slipshod, ruthless growth of 
that grandiose city penetrated. He might as well have been 
in Heidelberg. 

He saw Mamie Baird as often as he could and wrote her 
regularly — grandiloquent letters, sometimes with a sort of 
clumsy badinage in them, more frequently running to high- 
flown oratorical phrases that could be used later in speeches — 
and were: 

Oh, memory, God given garden of the soul, where flowers once . 
planted will forever bloom. May we scatter on thy sacred soil 
only seeds of kindness, truth, and love. Seeds watered by the 
dews of Heaven which may blossom and bear fruit through eternal 
years. 
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Before William Jennings Bryan graduated from law school 
he made a trip to Kansas City, to look the ground over as a 
possible place to launch his career as a lawyer. But Kansas 
City seemed too big to begin in. He was overawed by the 
place and decided against it. Of one thing William Jennings 
Bryan was certain: he was not going back to Salem to be his 
father’s son for the rest of his life. In the end he decided to 
return to Jacksonville, where what reputation he had made 
in college was at least his own and those who might be of 
assistance to him were friends, not relatives. 

William Jennings Bryan fetched back from Chicago with 
him scarcely more than he had brought there two years 
previous: assurance a little more firmly grounded; self- 
sufficiency more fully developed; a growing sense of 
righteousness; and a conviction of his own destiny. The 
knowledge of the law he obtained was negligible. But from 
Lyman Trumbull, William Jennings Bryan carried away the 
germ of an idea he was never altogether to lose: fear of 
monopoly and all forms of concentrated wealth— plutocracy, 
he came to call it — to be fought without quarter as the im- 
placable foe of free institutions, by “laws limiting the 
amount of property to be acquired by devise or inheritance”; 
by government ownership, if need be, of “ monopolies affect- 
ing the public interest”; by every possible means, as one 
might fight an epidemic of cholera, or the bubonic plague, 
or any other unclean and destroying thing. For in the twilight 
of his days, the Hon. Lyman Trumbull came to believe in 
human brotherhood and equality of rights as the way of 
salvation. And in the light of the faith of this gentle old man 
William Jennings Bryan was vouchsafed a vision. 

The close of William Jennings Bryan’s law course was not 
without its bitter l^s. He had set his heart upon being 
Valedictorian of his class, as he had been at Illinois College. 
Put the class would have none of him. He was defeated by 
one vote. Furiously Bryan and his friends charged that the 
election had not been fair and demanded another. They had 
their way. 

And William Jennings Bryan was defeated again. 
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ASCENT 

William JENNINGS BRYAN’S decision to settle in 
Jacksonville was an error. 

He recognized it himself in due time, but meanwhile four 
precious years were lost in an unrequiting struggle to earn a 
living. That was one thing young Bryan, in common with 
every American of his age, found he had first to do: he must 
demonstrate his manhood to himself and the world by run- 
ning up butcher’s bills, then paying them. Thoreau could 
write as seductively as he pleased about plain living and high 
thinking: that formula might do very well for Walden. But 
in the Middle West it was not respectable. The chief differ- 
ence between the schools of philosophy at Concord and 
Jacksonville was that Bronson Alcott lived unashamed off 
the earnings of his talented daughter Louisa May, while 
Dr. Hiram K. Jones had to make his own living before any- 
one would listen to him on the subject of Plato or anything 
else. 

Fortunately for Will Bryan, Hiram K. Jones, looking 
more like the late Silas Bryan than ever, was at the height of 
his fame in 1885. It could hardly be said of him, as of poor 
Bronson Alcott, that his “listeners decreased steadily in 
numbers but never entirely deserted him.”^ The philoKiphi- 
cal appetite of the Athens of the West was more robust than 
that of Concord — the reputation and the influence of Hiram 
K. Jones only increased with the years. However, as Emerson 
was dead and Alcott stricken with apoplexy. Dr. Jones had 
nothing further to gain by the annual pilgrimage to the capi- 
tal of transcendentalism. Instead, the very summer young 
Bryan returned from law school his distinguished cousin 
founded the American Akad6m6 in Jacksonville, Illinois, 
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and the intellectual world of the Middle West beat a path 
to his doorstep. The purpose of the Akad^me was “the ele- 
vation of the mind from the sphere of the sensuous life into 
that of virtue and justice, and into communication with the 
diviner ideas and natures.”^ 

True, the motto of the Akademe was Lucretia Mott’s 
somewhat simpler dictum; “Truth for authority, not 
authority for truth.”® William Jennings Bryan never quite 
understood what this meant. How could one come by truth 
more surely than upon the authority of such minds as that 
of Hiram K. Jones ? All his life he had been taught to respect 
the authority of wiser heads than his own — his mother, old 
Silas Bryan bucklered with the Book of Proverbs, swarthy 
Mrs. Ben Lemon, Mrs. Beville, his Sabbath-school teacher. 
General James C. Black, who had given young Bryan price- 
less advice on how to capture an audience. President Tanner 
of Illinois College, Judge Trumbull. And now, more dis- 
tinguished than any of these to the mind of William Jennings 
Bryan, and to the mind of many another as well. Dr. Hiram 
K. Jones. In his presence the seekers of culture in the Middle 
West “sat in that conventicle, in that holy chapel, in that 
church where the message came from beyond and descended 
straight from the throne,” as one of them describes it, “lis- 
tening to the illuminated words of the great thinker and 
great man.”^ If the authority of such as these was not final, 
what was? So argued William Jennings Bryan. And in the 
hothouse atmosphere of the exotic mental exercises of the 
American Akademe such lucid, specific, realistic ideas as he 
had borrowed for a moment from Lyman Trumbull withered 
and died. 

Nevertheless, certain practical advantages did indubitably 
accrue from the renewal of young Bryan’s almost eight years 
of intimate relationship with the family of Hiram K. Jones. 
Dr. Jones was still — indeed, more than ever— a leading citi- 
zen of Jacksonville, a trustee of Illinois College and president 
of its Alumni Association. In all three capacities he was 
closely associated with Judge Edward P. Kirby, So there was 
no difficulty at all about arran^ng for desk room in the law 
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offices of Brown, Kirby & Russell, where Will Bryan could 
pick up what legal business he might. 

It was little enough. When William Jennings Bryan cher- 
ished visions of all Jacksonville flocking to the office of the 
brilliant orator of the Class of i88i, to have their cases 
pleaded -before respectful judges, deeply moved by the 
golden voice and florid rhetoric of the young attorney, he 
was dwelling still in a fantasy world where what he wanted to 
be true must of necessity be true. It was a distinct shock to 
William Jennings Bryan to learn that nothing in life is quite 
so ephemeral as academic honours. 

Young Bryan’s first case in court was the defence of a 
horse thief. None other than Gran Hulett was the plaintiff — 
it was his father’s horse. 

“Shame on you,” he said to Bryan, when the culprit had 
been sentenced to seven years’ imprisonment, “ for defending 
a man you knew to be guilty!” 

“Every nian is entitled to some defence,” Bryan replied, 
a little nettled. “If I had not helped him he might have been 
given ten years!”® 

“When I got upon the floor my fright all left me and I 
never spoke with more fluency and earnestness than I did 
that day,” he wrote Mamie Baird. And he quoted the Jack- 
sonville Courier: “ W. J. Bryan was highly complimented on 
Monday for his success in his first speech before a circuit 
Court jury.” Bryan wrote the item himself and turned it in 
at the Courier office. But of that he said nothing to Mamie 
Baird. 

He had a keen appreciation of the value of publicity, had 
William Jennings Bryan. He was always ready to make 
speeches at church and Sunday-school picnics, into which he 
would adrojtly “inject a reference to my being a lawyer,”® 
as he put it. Then when he came back to town in the evening 
he would go over to the office of the Jacksonville Journal and 
sit down and write out a litde account of each speech, refer- 
ring to himself as “a promising young lawyer,” or, if the 
speech happened to be political, as “one likely to go far in 
the political world.”'^ 
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Nevertheless, even with all of this, the way of the law in 
Jacksonville was tedious. His first six months William 
Jennings did not even make living expenses and had to draw 
on his father’s estate.® One month he took in only $ 2 . 50 .® 
Most of his business settled down into collections for Dr. 
Jones and Dr. Jones’s patients.^® 

The days passed wearily. There was a continuous tread upon the 
stairs [he says], and I would turn to the door each time I heard a 
hand upon the knob, only to find that the visitor had turned into 
the office of Mr. Brown, Mr. Kirby, or Mr. Russell. They had 
clients enough and were busy all the time, but the chair that I 
had been careful to provide and place at my desk stared at me 
vacantly.'^ 

He planned to buy Mamie Baird a gold thimble for Christ- 
mas— if he had the money. “That statement ‘If I have the 
money’ does not sound very well.” he wrote her wistfully, 
“ but I do not hide even my poverty from you.”^® 

. Russell moved to Minneapolis, and Bryan hinted to be 
taken into his office. But Russell was noncommittal. Next 
William Jennings wrote his law-school classmate, Henry 
Trumbull, whose father had sent him to Albuquerque, sug- 
gesting a law partnership — a connection with Lyman Trum- 
bull’s son would be well worth moving even to the Territory 
of New Mexico. Nothing came of that, either.^* Bryan tried 
to induce Richard Yates, the son of Illinois’s war governor, 
who had been the prize orator for Illinois College two years 
before Bryan, to enter into partnership with him. A son of 
Governor Yates would be almost as good as a son of Lyman 
Trumbull. Unfortunately, Yates refused. “A slight difference 
in regard to the division of the first year’s fees prevented that 
partnership,” he explained.^* The whole step-by-step process 
of professional advancement irked and irritated William 
Jennings Bryan. He was convinced that there was a royal 
road to success somewhere and that he was missing it. 

One thing Bryan felt he did lack; personal popularity. He 
set himself to gain it, with methodical thoroughness. He 
joined the Y. M. C. A. and was assiduous in his attendance. 
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But he could not resist accepting a i per cent, commission 
on all collections he made for the organization, and was sur- 
prised to find that the members looked upon his association 
with them as one of business rather than good fellowship.^® 
He taught Sunday school in the First Presbyterian church, 
and even subscribed $io toward the purchase of a number 6 
plush chair for the pulpit. For the first — and last — time in 
his life he went in for athletics. He was particularly good at 
jumping backward, a feat in which there was little com- 
petition. Also, he played baseball on a team organized by 
the younger members of the Morgan County bar. He was 
not especially adept at the game, but the bleachers extracted 
endless delight from his flowing beard. He wore it, he explain- 
ed, to give himself “a more elderly and dignified appearance, 
not a disadvantage in dealing with a certain class of clients,” 
he added seriously. For one who made a practice of using 
humorous illustrations in speeches or debate he was singularly 
lacking in sense of humour where he himself was concerned. 
He kept close touch with collegiate activities and received a 
Master’s degree for an oration on “American Citizenship,” 
three years after graduation. In short, William Jennings 
Bryan neglected no means he could think of to keep himself 
in the public eye. But the swift progress to success he had 
dreamed failed to materialize. 

The campaign of 1884 furnished young Bryan his best op- 
portunity to achieve distinction. Both conventions were held 
in Chicago that year, the Republican first. Feverishly young 
Bryan followed every step of the proceedings, noted in his 
mind the names of the leading delegates: Mark Hanna, Wil- 
liam McKinley, J. B. Foraker, Henry Cabot Lodge. He 
read with amusement the speech of Theodore Roosevelt, of 
New York, in enthusiastic — and successful — support of the 
Hon. John R, Lynch, a coloured delegate from Mississippi, 
for temporary chairman of the convention. 

Bryan saw very clearly that between the Republicans and 
the Democrats who would nominate Grover Cleveland there 
was no difference whatever — Cleveland would make the 
best Republican President the country had had since Lin- 
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coin, as in fact he did. Only the Hon. Benjamin F. Butler, 
appropriately attired as for a ball in a white cravat and dress 
coat, and representing a million and a half labouring men,^® 
stood for anything at all. To William Jennings Bryan the 
opportunity seemed tremendous for some man to step forth 
the champion of the disinherited and inarticulate millions, 
farmers and workers, of the Middle West and sweep to 
victory on a clear-cut issue of the exploited masses arrayed 
against a cynical and predatory class. Bryan itched to be in 
the thick of just such a fight. 

It was all he could do to get to the Democratic convention 
at all, so hard up he was. He did manage it, however, and one 
of Carter Harrison’s ballot-box stuffers passed him into the 
hall.^’' For the second time he saw Honest John Kelly, pale 
and nervous in a battered suit, beaten and disregarded;^® 
for the second time he saw the Democratic party, dominated 
by August Belmont, turn to New York for its candidate, 
when the great body of dissatisfied men and women who 
should have constituted a victorious Democracy dwelt in 
the West. One high light there was in the whole affair for 
young Bryan — “the exquisite beauty of Bourke Cockran’s 
speech.”^® He listened, enraptured, to a type of oratory he 
chad never before heard, diction, a phrasing, an elegance, 
a passion that might have belonged to Pitt or Fox, as dis- 
tinct as day and night from the stodgy pedantism of Daniel 
Webster and Henry Clay in which young Bryan had been 
steeped. Here at last was one to match Robert Ingersoll — a 
very magician of eloquence, swaying like a great tree caught 
in a whirlwind as the tumultuous current of his words beat 
down resistance and swelled the hearts of those who heard 
him. Young Bryan watched the vast audience, alternately 
agitated and stilled, as a field of standing barley is swept by 
gusts of summer wind. There was something terrible and 
divine in the power of the spoken word to move men as 
Bourke Cockran first arrested their attention and then held 
them enthralled. 

William Jennings Bryan came away from the convention, 
exulting. “Amid shouts and screams Tammany’s defeat was 
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put on record,” said the HeraldP Bourke Cockran’s plea had 
failed- For all his matchless eloquence, there was something 
missing, and Bryan knew what it was. There was no convic- 
tion behind the beautiful fagade of diction. The tremendous 
drive of evangelizing purpose was not there. The spirit of the 
crusader was lacking. These Bryan was confident he had. He 
might never be able to charm audiences as Bourke Cockran 
could. He might never achieve a perfection of form to catch 
and hold his hearers breathless. But he could drive. He could 
learn to make men and women do as he bade them. 

The problem of his future opened clear before William 
Jennings Bryan as he took the train from Chicago back to 
Jacksonville. There was no use waiting any longer to get 
married. On the contrary, Mamie Baird could help him. He 
knew what he had to do and was certain he could do it: he 
must master the art of taking command of the minds of 
men, not through the impact from without of his ideas upon 
theirs, seeking to convince them against their will, but from 
within, divining what was in their minds and expressing it 
for them. His strength would be the strength of a thousand 
men, because his heart beat with theirs. “Effectiveness in 
speech is measured by earnestness,” he said.^^ That was the 
secret: “eloquence is heart speaking to heart.”^® And William 
Jennings Bryan possessed it. 

He and Mamie Baird were married at Perry, on October i, 
1884. They had known each other five years. There were 
neither secrets nor pretense between them. 

I am sorry your throat is worse. My dear, that troubles me. 
Can’t you cure that? Does it come from Catarrh? I have a recipe 
which I am trying. Equal parts of Golden Seal, alum and borax. 
Don’t know what effect it will have [he wrote her the year before 
they were married]. In regard to the dress, I rather like velvet 
though your objection may be sufficient. Don’t they wear velvet 
in Summer? 

And just before the wedding: 

I am practicing on “and with all my worldly goods I thee 
endow,” so as to make it duly impressive. If you dare to laugh when 
I say that, I won’t kiss you when he tells me to salute my bride. 
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They could afford to joke about his poverty: a comfortable 
home awaited them, on College Hill in Jacksonville, with her 
parents. 

The wedding ring William Jennings Bryan gave his wife 
was engraved: “Won 1880. One After the ceremony 

they drove to the station in her phaeton. This time, however, 
there were no stops to fix anyone’s harness. Charley Bryan 
had been his brother’s best man, and he followed the bridal 
pair on their honeymoon to St. Louis, telling everyone on the 
train that they were newly married. 

They returned from a short visit in Salem in time for 
Bryan to make a number of speeches for Cleveland in the 
bitterest campaign the country had yet seen. Most of Bryan s 
political activity was in Congressman Springer’s district, and 
he had every reason to cherish hopes of recompense when 
Cleveland was elected. None came. It was discouraging. 
W illi am Jennings Bryan needed money; he was recently 
married and there was to be a baby. He had, of course, some- 
thing still left of his father’s estate and his father-in-law was 
reasonably well off. The young couple was in no danger of 
want. But Bryan needed not so much the money as to make 
money. It was the symbol of success in that Middle West 
from which he sprang and in which he dwelt. He might be 
invited to deliver the addresses at innumerable important 
meetings, acclaimed as an accomplished public speaker and 
treated with outward deference by the leading men of the 
place on such occasions. It meant nothing. No one knew bet- 
ter than William Jennings Bryan that if he could not turn his 
talents into cash, the very men who flattered him to his face 
for his oratory would despise him in their hearts. Even Henry 
Ward Beecher was admired and applauded in that Middle 
West less because he was known throughout the world as a 
matchless preacher than because he had amassed a million 
dollars. 

William Jennings Bryan had made a mistake in be^nning 
in a community where his early promise had been so brilliant. 
Even his friends were commencing to pucker their foreheads 
and say: “Ah, yes. In college everyone predicted a great 
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future for him!” And then quickly to change the subject. 
There was no escaping the incongruity between the growing 
fame of William Jennings Bryan as a popular speaker al- 
ways in demand at church affairs, political meetings, and 
even on civic occasions, and William Jennings Bryan the 
lawyer, engaged in the niggardly business of buying up farms 
at tax sales on commission for Fill Dunlap’s bank, collecting 
bills on time payments, and acting as assignee in bankruptcy 
— an occupation more like pawnbroking than the law. 
Bryan hated it. He went into all sorts of dubious financial 
ventures in the hope of a lucky strike that would mark 
him as a man of substance, a success in the eyes of his neigh- 
bours. A deposit of coal was discovered near Jacksonville, and 
William Jennings Bryan became one of the chief promoters of 
the enterprise. He sold the first load of coal mined at public 
auction in the court-house square of Jacksonville with an 
eloquent appeal to investors to support a local industry. The 
mine turned out to be a pocket. Bryan waited three years for 
some tangible recognition of his political services in two 
Presidential and three congressional campaigns. When noth- 
ing was forthcoming, he put his pride in his pocket and went 
to beg a job as Assistant United States District Attorney 
of an old friend of his father whom Cleveland had made 
District Attorney at Springfield. He was put off with vague 
promises, perhaps because in his letters of application he 
persisted in misspelling the District Attorney’s name. Still 
undismayed, a few months before leaving Jacksonville he 
applied to Congressman Springer for the office of Recorder 
of Deeds for the District of Columbia, a position bringing 
in an income of some fifteen thousand a year. 

I notice in the papers that Recorder James M. Trotter is very 
sick [wrote Bryan]. I have been thinking over it and have con- 
cluded to make the sacrifice and accept the position if it should 
become vacant and our President should offer it to me. ... I 
believe I could attend to the duties of the office. I know I am 
honest. The reason I wish the office is that the salary is good. 
... I believe that the President has the good of his party and 
above all his country at heart. ... He was wise in appointing a 
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colored man to succeed Douglass and if he thinks it better to 
offer the office to another colored man I will believe him right. 
. . . You will please not allow the fact that I am an applicant to 
be known either to the press there or the people here. ... I am 
glad to note a constant growth in the Cleveland sentiment. . . . 

Bryan was not called upon to "make the sacrifice.” Mr. 
Trotter recovered. 

Jacksonville, as I soon saw, was a settled community [he says]. 
I went West to seek larger opporutnities to practice law.^^ 

William Jennings Bryan was, in fact, twenty-seven before 
he came reluctantly to the realization that he was fore- 
doomed to mediocrity in Illinois. He did not really know 
enough law to be a success at it, nor was he sufficiently in- 
terested in the law as a vocation to master its technique. In 
a newer country, he figured, where the competition was not so 
sharp and less legal acumen was demanded, he would stand a 
better chance. But where? 

It was at this auspicious moment that one of the collection 
cases that made up the bulk of his legal business took William 
Jennings Bryan to Kansas. On his way he stopped off at 
Lincoln, Nebraska, to see his old law-school classmate, Dolf 
Talbot, a rising young railroad attorney. Together they 
talked it over. 

Again and again in after life, Bryan went out of his way to 
protest that "no thought of politics ever entered my mind,” 
as he put it, in deciding his removal to Nebraska, “How could 
it,” he would add, “ when Nebraska was a Republican state ? ” 

He was disingenuous. The same fall that William Jennings 
Bryan moved to Lincoln, the Hon. John A. McShane, a 
Democrat, took his seat in Congress representing the very 
district which Bryan had chosen as his field of political 
activity. In fact that particular district in Nebraska had 
already furnished the first break in the solid phalanx of Re- 
publican representatives in the newer country of the Middle 
West. William Jennings Bryan had to blaze no untried trail; 
it was enough that he follow. The whole of Nebraska was 
trembling in the balance, the prey of a far-reaching agr^an 
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unrest that might lead the states west of the Mississippi into 
any political camp. It was the opportunity of a young man 
if ever there was one. 

And no one better than William Jennings Bryan knew how 
specious and transparent was his claim that political con- 
siderations did not actuate his move to Nebraska. What is 
significant is that he should have persisted in trying to cover 
up his real motives. “I entered politics by accident/’ he as- 
serted, not once but a hundred times. He liked to believe 
that. He liked to believe that Divine Providence had sud- 
denly summoned him, reluctant, from a career as a successful 
lawyer and bade him take up the defence of the friendless 
and the downtrodden. To Bryan’s mind this amiable fiction 
lent his career the character of a crusade and added strength 
to his spirit and depth and conviction to his voice. It was not 
a personal idiosyncrasy. It was the accepted manner in 
which all Americans approached the performance of what 
they desired, and what they intended to do — a lingering relic 
of Puritanism in the American mind that habitually pref- 
aced self-appreciation with the phrase: “If I must needs 
glory, I will glory of the things which concern mine in- 
firmities.” 

When William Jennings Bryan, on the third anniversary 
of his wedding, left his wife and child behind him in Jackson- 
ville while he made a home for them and cleared a field of 
action for himself in Nebraska, he had reached a decision. 
The practice of law, save as a convenient means to an end, 
was behind him. Henceforth his career was to lie in the world 
of politics, and no time was to be lost about it, either. Once 
and once only, taken off his guard, William Jennings Bryan 
spoke out his real thought: 

Certainly from the time I was fifteen years old, I had but one, 
ambition in life, and that was to come to Congress. I studied for it. 
I worked for it, and everything I did had that object in Hew.^ 

Which was precisely the reason why, all of his life, Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan so persistently maintained that nothing 
of the sort was in his mind. 
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"'It is a poor head that can not find 
plausible reason for doing what the heart 
wants to do.” 


William Jennings Bryan. 



CH A PTE R XI 


1890 

When Wllliam Jennings Bryan pulled up stakes and be- 
gan life over again in Nebraska, he turned his back upon the 
real problem in the America of his day and set jauntily off 
down a political bypath that led nowhere. 

There were excellent precedents for this, congenitally 
American. No real American could divest himself of the his- 
toric conception of the United States as a land of inexhausti- 
ble opportunity. The lesson was written in the McGufFey 
Readers and inculcated from childhood in every schoolboy 
that the heroic role was flight. If economic conditions grew 
intolerable in one community the thing to do was to pack 
up and go elsewhere. The foot of the rainbow was always a 
little farther West, and those who threw up the sponge in the 
battle of life and went in quest of the pot of gold were called 
pioneers.” Monuments were built to them. 

Plainly, however, no economic problems were solved by 
this procedure. Instead, more problems seemed to arise, as 
ancient as Nebuchadnezzar. Preeminently there were two: 
The plight of the farmer who toiled long hours, fed the world, 
and had a constitutional objection to a diet of his own 
grass; and the plight of the industrial worker who ate what 
bread he could get in the sweat of his face and wrested 
mighty little else out of life. 

Just at the moment William Jennings Bryan was reaching 
the conclusion that Jacksonville held no future for him two 
men emerged who sought to deal with these problems in a 
spirit of reality, not romanticism. They were Henry George 
and John Peter Altgeld. Each man stood squarely for the 
vast inarticulate mass of the disinherited; and each man at- 
tracted to himself a compact, devoted following. The year 
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before Bryan moved to Lincoln, Henry George, an obscure 
California printer a decade previous, left Theodore Roosevelt 
a poor third in the race for Mayor of New York. That same 
summer, in St. Louis, in Chicago, and all along the lines of the 
great transcontinental railways, there flamed an industrial 
struggle so sanguinary that in another country it would have 
been called a revolution. In Haymarket Square in Chicago a 
sudden bloodletting revealed in the flash of an exploded 
bomb the extent of the fear and the depth of the hatred that 
marked the conflict. That doughty warrior. General John A. 
Logan, promptly proposed to increase the United States 
army by 20 per cent, so as to handle striking workmen with 
celerity and dispatch. The business interests and the press 
of the East applauded the idea. In the West, however, there 
was less enthusiasm. General C. H. Van Wyck, Senator from 
Nebraska, refused to permit soldiers to be used “ to ‘put down 
the people’ and sustain Jay Gould and his confederates as 
the army used to be employed to sustain slaveholders.”^ A 
great gulf opened between the West and the East on either 
brink of which men snarled at one another in distrust and 
bitter animosity. 

For an ambitious young man whose heart beat in tune with 
oppressed humanity it was a moment to be up and doing. 
But William Jennings Bryan had more important matters in 
hand. He had worked hard to be Chancellor Commander of 
the Knights of Pythias at Jacksonville, and the prize seemed 
at last just within reach when he decided to move to Lincoln. 
Bryan was torn with doubt. If he announced that he was on 
the point of leaving Jacksonville for good he would, of course, 
never be elected Chancellor Commander, never enjoy the dis- 
tinction of being a Past Chancellor Commander, nor the 
material advantages of the position. Yet he hated to deceive 
his fellow Knights. True, there was nothing final about his 
move as yet, he told himself; he might not like Nebraska. 
After all, the whole venture was only an experiment. There 
was always the possibility that he would return to Illinois. 

So William Jennings Bryan kept his tongue discreetly be- 
tween his teeth, and by so doing was duly elected Chancellor 
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Commander of the Knights of Pythias in Jacksonville, and in 
due time, also, installed. Once that was out of the way he 
departed for Nebraska with a good conscience. It was an 
excellent stroke. The Knights of Pythias were the strongest 
fraternal organization in Lincoln. Past Chancellor Com- 
mander Bryan had a standing from the very first. 

The political career of William Jennings Bryan had begun. 

It was none too promising. Politics in Nebraska toward 
the end of the ’eighties might appropriately have been classi- 
fied as a gainful occupation, win or lose. The Hon. John M. 
Thurston, the leading Republican, was employed by the 
railroads crossing the state to see to it that the Republican 
party sponsored no legislation inimical to railroad interests; 
the Hon. J. Sterling Morton, the leading Democrat, was 
employed by the same railroads to perform the same function 
with respect to the Democratic party. By this happy arrange- 
ment all questions affecting the railroads might well have 
been entirely removed from politics, to the distinct advantage 
of both politics and transportation, had it not been for the 
farmers of Nebraska. 

As farmers they were not conspicuously successful. They 
still used brush harrows and were satisfied with three-inch 
ploughing, with the result that every dry spell had the effect 
of a drought, and the wails of the horny-handed tiller of the 
soil were heard in the land with depressing regularity. The 
Nebraska farmer, however, was no more inclined than any- 
one else to blame himself for his troubles. To his mind the 
railroads and the banks between them held him in a sort 
of peonage. As there was plainly no relief to be obtained 
from politicians frankly the hired men of railroads and banks 
the Nebraska farmer stepped out into politics on his own ac- 
count — a circumstance that greatly upset the calculations of 
old-line political leaders. 

No one was more upset by this highly irregular conduct on 
the part of the "Alliance men,” as the farmers in politics 
were called* than the Hon. J. Sterling Morton. A copperhead 


♦ From the Famers’ Alliance. 
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as reactionary as any who managed to survive Reconstruc- 
tion days, a free trader of the Cobden Club,^ an aristocrat and 
a suave public speaker, the Hon. J. Sterling Morton was in 
appearance and cast of mind as completely the Southern 
gentleman of the days before the war as only one born in New 
York and raised in Michigan knew how to be. He was also 
perennial candidate for every office from Congressman to 
Governor,® and Democratic boss of Nebraska. True, the 
Democratic party' was, as is its habit, split into two warring 
factions in Nebraska. But when William Jennings Bryan 
arrived, it was to the Hon. J. Sterling Morton that he re- 
ported for duty ten days after he reached Lincoln.'* And the 
Hon. J. Sterling Morton graciously took the sprouting young 
politician under his wing.® 

It was not, however, until the election year of 1888 that 
Bryan found opportunity to display his oratorical wares in 
the new field. Meanwhile he established himself, made friends, 
worked up another collection business as a lawyer, fetched 
his family from Jacksonville, and set up housekeeping in a 
house built by his father-in-law, and made speeches whenever 
anyone would ^ve him the chance.® 

He was twenty-seven — the golden age. He was slim and 
straight and handsome, after the manner of an actor or a 
fashionable young clergyman, with a wealth of black hair 
that he flung back with a quick movement of his head when 
he spoke, snapping dark eyes, and a mobile face.' Young 
Bryan was so much cleaner looking than the usual politician 
of the day that he stood out at once in any political gather- 
ing. People liked him immediately. Even Charles G. Dawes, 
an ambitious young Republican as Bryan was an ambitious 
young Democrat, liked him. Dawes’s law office was on the 
fifth floor and Bryan’s on the third of the same building. The 
two would get together while waiting for clients and talk 
politics. Bryan even proposed that they make a little money 
and secure a little free advertising by staging debates on 
public questions — he was willing, he said, to take' either side 
of the argument. 

Spring rolled around, and the political pot began to 
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Mr. and Mrs. Bryan with “Gentlemen of the Press” 
at Upper Red Hook, N. Y,, in 1896 

Standing left to right: J. W. Cutright, Perry Walton of the New 
York Evening World, Harry Walker of the New York Journal,^ 
Charles M. Pepper of the New York Herald, A. Maurice Low of 
the Boston Globe and the London Chronicle, Richard V. Oulahan 
of the United Press, Edward Graham of the Associated Press, and 
Martin Hutchins of the New York World. 
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simmer. A rally was advertised at a town’' in the western 
part of Nebraska at which a prominent Democrat from an- 
other state was to speak. Bryan ran over to hear him. It was 
his vice. Where another man would go to a baseball game 
or a prize fight or call on a girl Bryan went to a political 
rally. At this one there were a brass band and a torchlight 
parade and banners and gangs of shouting boys and a com- 
mittee of local dignitaries with long streamers on their 
coats to mark them off from common folk. There was every- 
thing, in fact, for a highly successful meeting but the speaker 
of the evening. He had missed his train. In despair the com- 
mittee went through the train asking if a political speaker 
were aboard. Instantly Bryan was on his feet, volunteering. 
The committee were a little dubious. He looked very young. 

“Can you make a speech?” one of them asked. 

William Jennings Bryan smiled his engaging smile. 

“I’ll try,” he said. 

As there was no one else he was given the chance. He spoke 
for two hours. He was witty. He told apt little stories. He 
used bright quotations. When he made a gesture to sit down 
the audience shouted for more, until finally William Jennings 
Bryan swung into an exalted, rhythmic peroration that lifted 
his crowd to its feet as by magic and set them roaring with 
emotion and enthusiasm. 

Bryan reached home at daybreak and waked his wife. 

“Mary,” he said, sitting on the edge of the bed, “I have 
had a strange experience. Last night I found I had power over 
the audience, I could move them as I chose. I have more than 
usual power as a speaker. I know it. God grant I may use it 
wisely.” 

And he knelt down and prayed.® 

The next day he wrote out an account of how W. J. Bryan, 
a Lincoln lawyer, had successfully taken the place of the 
missing speaker at a large Democratic rally and captivated 
his audience. He sent it to the Lincoln and Omaha papers. 

William Jennings Bryan was right. He did have power 
over an audience. There were those even in that day who 
claimed that Bryan could sway a crowd more completely 
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tha.n. Robert Ingersoll.® Perhaps it depended on the kind of 
crowd. 

Ill his youth Bryan must have had a skillful teacher in elocution 
and must have been a docile pupil [said the Hon. Champ Clark]. 
Some passages from his orations are gems and are being used as 
declamations by boys at school — the ultimate tribute to American 
eloquence.^® 

Those who disliked Bryan’s political principles called it 
“ high-school oratory.” Grudgingly, however, they admitted 
its effectiveness. Certainly the farmers of Nebraska had 
never heard the like of it before. It was something, moreover, 
that William Jennings Bryan had never produced before, 
either, with all his oratorical honours in college and law 
school. 

For here for the first time in his life William Jennings 
Bryan was free. Back in Salem he would have been Judge 
Bryan’s son to the end of his days. He had had the sense 
to see that early. Nor in Jacksonville was it likely that he 
could have come into his own. There were scholars in Illinois 
College of the calibre of President Sturtevant and Professor 
Milligan who knew their history and their economics as 
William Jennings Bryan never had and never would. In his 
heart he stood in awe of men of this type and their precise, 
sufficient knowledge. But of what use, he argued,^ was such 
knowledge if those who possessed it could import it only to 
drowsing students in a classroom, with thoughts on the next 
football game or the girl in the blue tam-o’-shanter? “An 
orator,” said Bryan, “is a man who says what he thinks 
and feels what he says.”^^ He did precisely that. How a man 
came by what he thought did not bother him in Nebraska as 
it had in Illinois. There were no supercilious college profes- 
sors in his audiences to smile in tolerant politeness. The 
Nebraska farmers leaped to their feet instead and cheered. 

William Jennings Bryan found attending the National 
Democratic Convention at St. Louis in 1888 as the prot6g6 
of the Hon. J. Sterling Morton a very different business to 
seeing the show from a window sill. Nevertheless, there were 
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certain similarities. Once more he heard Marse Henry Wat- 
terson, his mane a little grayer, read the platform. Once more 
he listened to a woman — not the same one — plead for equal 
rights for women.^® Once more he heard the iniquities of the 
Republicans denounced in sonorous phrases and saw the 
embattled Democracy of the nation choose a Governor of 
New York as its standard bearer. He might have been asleep 
twelve years. One thing alone impressed Bryan. Instead of 
Honest John Kelly fighting a howling mob to be heard, 
there was the Hon. John W. Daniel of Virginia, with the face 
of an Indian, four times wounded at the battle of the Wilder- 
ness, balancing himself precariously on his crutches while he 
held an impatient audience with the grandiloquent periods of 
days gone by. 

When the Republicans met at Chicago, the Hon. Marcus 
Alonzo Hanna essayed in vain to compass the nomination of 
John Sherman, while enemies of Blaine (and he had them 
aplenty) did their best to persuade William McKinley to 
emulate Garfield and capture the presidency by betraying 
his friend.^ McKinley was handicapped, however. He could 
not make as good a speech as Garfield. In the end it was 
Andrew Carnegie who dictated by cable from Skibo Castle 
the nomination of the Hon. Benjamin Harrison of Indiana.” 
The Republican ticket, said the Hon. John O’Leary, “has 
no more chance than a snowball in hell.”^® The pi^ce de 
resistance of the electoral struggle was a campaign Life of 
Ben Harrison by the author of Ben Hur. William Jennings 
Bryan was shocked. Ben Hur was his favourite novel. 
The slogan of the Democrats was “Grandpa’s Pants Won’t 
Fit Benny.” They were mistaken. They did. 

Bryan was more than merely active as a delegate to the 
Nebraska State Convention at Lincoln that year. The Hon. 
J. Sterling Morton put him on the resolutions committee; 
and when there was a lull in the proceedings Bryan was called 
upon to make a speech. He did himself proud, with his wife 
there in the gallery to hear him, and etched his name in the 
memory of every delegate present. It was Bryan, too, who 
moved to make the nomination of the Hon. John A. McShane 
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for Governor unanimous. He was so ubiquitous, in fact, 
that when a victim was sought for sacrifice as candidate for 
Lieutenant Governor, W. J. Bryan of Lincoln was mentioned. 

But Bryan was nobody’s fool. He knew as well as the next 
man that no figure in political life is quite so dead as an un- 
successful candidate for Lieutenant Governor. William 
Jennings Bryan was far from ready to be interred. He meant 
to go to Congress in his own good time. But he was far- 
sighted about it. He brushed the nomination for Lieutenant 
Governor aside and took off his coat and went to work with 
might and main to elect the Hon. J. Sterling Morton to 
Congress. Thus, in case Morton failed again, as he always 
had, it would be plain to everyone that a stronger man had 
better be found. 

William Jennings Bryan knew right where he could put his 
hand on that stronger man when the time came. 

Bryan stumped thirty counties for Cleveland and eleven 
for Morton. Everywhere he spoke he made an instantaneous 
good impression. And when he came home from each trip 
he never forgot to write out little accounts of his meetings and 
his speeches, and send them in to the Lincoln and Omaha 
papers. 

When the election was over and the Democracy had gone 
down to defeat as usual, one Democrat at least was con- 
siderably better off. William Jennings Bryan had been a resi- 
dent of Nebraska only a year, but already he was as widely 
known as many a politician who had lived in the state all his 
life and a great deal more favourably than most. Aside from 
his mellifluous voice and his striking, clean-cut appearance, 
one quality permanently endeared Bryan to the farmers and 
especially their wives — his Gargantuan appetite. They might 
not understand very well just how the tariff affected the 
farmer, but they knew when a man liked the food they set 
before him. Where another man might cherish a predilection 
for a well-turned ankle William Jennings Bryan’s eyes 
gleamed and his face lit up at the sight of a dish of but- 
tered radishes or a fried chicken or a plate of green corn. As 
there were more well-laden tables in Nebraska in that day 
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than well-turned ankles Bryan’s weakness was by no means 
a negligible factor in a growing popularity. Many a prairie 
housewife stood with hands complacently clasped under 
her apron and watched the young man eat with undisguised 
satisfaction. It flattered her. 

Satisfying as it was in other respects^ campaigning from 
one end of the state to the other was none too good for the 
law business. Lincoln was four times the size of Jacksonville, 
and the state capital besides. “The push and enterprise of 
Western people is opening up untold resources, developing 
all branches of business and making it possible for every 
young man and woman to make his mark,” wrote a Lincoln 
booster.^’’ It was true. The year WiUiam Jennings Bryan 
settled in Lincoln, a million dollars was spent in building in 
a town of 43,000 inhabitants — the Palace Livery Stable alone 
cost $20,000. Lincoln also boasted an atmosphere of culture 
springing from the State University with its little coterie of 
self-conscious intellectuals. Indeed, with the acquisition of 
the Seventh Day Adventist College, Lincoln was “one of the 
most important educational centres in the United States,”^® 
or so it claimed. Then there was the ancient rivalry between 
Omaha and Lincoln ready to be turned to advantage by an 
up-and-coming resident of Lincoln. All in all there were 
quite a number of approaches to success open to a promising 
young pleader at the bar. The most obvious of these was to 
practise law industriously until success knocked at the door. 

Had he remained in Illinois, William Jennings Bryan would 
probably have had to pursue this course whether he liked it 
or no. In college and law school he had no choice — ^he was a 
diligent, not a brilliant, student. One of the things he ad- 
mired and was not a little envious of in Henry Trumbull was 
the ease with which young Trumbull seemed able to accom- 
plish whatever he undertook. To William Jennings Bryan’s 
way of thinking there was nothing admirable about the 
slow but sure method of progress. It was a hindrance to be 
overcome as speedily as might be. Plodding smacked too 
much, of the effete East— in fact, Bryan felt that there was 
something almost un-American about it. In the West men 
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rose to fame and fortune overnight, and those who lingered 
behind, building with laborious care, were mere laggards, 
forswearing their birthright in a land of opportunity. William 
Jennings Bryan had no mind to be one of these. 

Nevertheless, he did have to move swiftly. He had no 
capital and a hit-or-miss law business would not maintain 
his growing family forever, while he traipsed about the coun- 
try making speeches for nothing at county fairs and church 
gatherings. Politics must be made productive at once. 

Like any other political figure long in leadership, the Hon. 
J. Sterling Morton had a world of enemies whose intentions 
to destroy him were excellent. Their chief handicap was that 
they had no one to put up against him. A brilliant young 
speaker bent upon politics as a career was precisely what 
they required. There were just two relatively minor matters, 
however, that would have to be settled before the door of 
political preferment would swing wide open before William 
Jennings Bryan. The first of these was that the Hon. J. 
Sterling Morton had given Bryan his first chance and still 
regarded the young man as a faithful henchman. Would 
Bryan let himself be a flail in the hands of Morton’s enemies ? 
The anti-Morton faction lost litde sleep over this detail. 
Long familiarity with politics furnished them with the correct 
answer. 

The second matter at issue was more serious. Prohibition 
had suddenly laid its devastating hand on the politics of 
Nebraska. With Omaha the proud possessor of the third 
largest distillery in the United States and brewing its chief 
industry the prohibition agitation was no laughing matter. 
Every man who aspired to elective office had to take his stand 
one way or another, William Jennings Bryan among them. 

Not that the liquor interests cherished any prejudices 
against those who did not drink. They were broad-minded on 
the subject. A man might be as "dry” as he liked in the 
sanctity of his own home if his vote was cast in the proper 
sense when occasion required. William Jennings Bryan’s 
personal dislike of strong drink was not necessarily a cross 
laid upon him. 
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It was at the Democratic State Convention at Omaha in 
1889 that William Jennings Bryan resolved both doubts in 
the minds of the anti-Morton leaders to their entire satis- 
faction. As a member of the resolutions committee he adroitly 
adapted the principles of JelFerson and Jackson to the needs 
of the present hour: 

We regard with distrust the various forms of sumptuary legisla- 
tion and accept a well regulated and carefully guarded license law 
as the most peaceful solution of the liquor question. 

This, the liquor interests felt, was as it should be — ^within a 
year, 240 licenses were issued in Omaha alone, or one to 
every 350 inhabitants. Bryan’s handling of the prohibition 
menace was regarded as masterly. 

Even so, William Jennings Bryan might not have profited 
by the situation save for one little circumstance. The bank- 
ers’ and business men’s organization of Omaha, in charge 
of the fight against prohibition, was maintained by assess- 
ments levied upon its members, and an assessment of |i,2oo 
was charged against the Hon. W. J. Connell, Republican 
Member of Congress for the Omaha-Lincoln district. Now 
the Hon. W. J. Connell was what was known as “ a sopping 
wet,” and he felt that that fact, together with his vote in 
Congress, was all that might reasonably be required of him. 
He refused to pay. 

At this juncture the Hon. James E. Boyd, a wealthy busi- 
ness man of Omaha and a leader in the anti-Morton faction 
in the state’s Democracy, stepped into the breach. He would 
like to be Governor, he told the bankers ’ and business men’s 
organization. But he wanted to be Governor, not just run for 
the office. He would be as “wet” as they liked if they would 
back him. True, he was not much good at making speeches; 
but he knew the best man in Nebraska at that game — young 
Bryan, of Lincoln. Now if the bankers’ and business men’s 
organization would back him, Boyd, for Governor, he would 
in his turn put up the $1,200 assessment Connell had re- 
fused to pay, and William Jennings Bryan would receive the 
nomination for Congress, to do the speech making for the 
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campaign. That was the Hon. James E. Boyd’s straight- 
forward, businesslike proposition. It was promptly accepted 
by the liquor interests. 

On July 30, 1890, at Lincoln, four names were proposed for 
Congressional nomination. On the second ballot William 
Jennings Bryan was chosen.^® The Hon. J. Sterling Morton 
was surprised and a little amused at the smoothness with 
which his enemies within the party organization had man- 
aged to beat him with one of his own men. It is a long political 
road, he reflected, that has no turning. A score was chalked 
up against young Mr. Bryan for future settlement. 

There was one little formality, however, that William 
Jennings Bryan had to comply with before the support of 
the bankers’ and business men’s organization, which meant 
election, would be forthcoming. He would have to be plain- 
spoken and explicit on the subject of prohibition. He was. 

I want you to understand thoroughl)^ my position on prohibi- 
tion [he said]. Although I do not touch liquor myself, I do not 
endorse the prohibition amendment.*" 

The liquor interests were satisfied. 

W. J. Bryan is not a dodger [commented the Ohama World- 
Herald, the Boyd organ, editorially]. He never fails to announce 
that he is against prohibition. He tells this to small groups of 
farmers where prohibition may be in favour as readily as he tells 
it to city audiences where it is not. 

Some twenty thousand fraudulent votes were cast in the 
election that fall. The election was so scandalous, in fact, 
that the Hon. James E. Boyd had to take the result all the 
way to the Supreme Court of the United States to be de- 
clared Governor over the Populist who had really been elected, 
and a special investigation by the Legislature of the State 
of Nebraska disclosed mammoth frauds on the part of the 
liquor interests. 

But William Jennings Bryan was elected to Congress by 
a plurality of 6,713. 

He had bowed the knee to Baal. 



CHAPTER XII 


CONGRESS 

The election of William Jennings Bryan to the Fifty-second 
Congress was not quite the triumph it seemed. He was over 
eight thousand votes short of a clear majority in his dis- 
trict. What saved Bryan was the saloon. 

Throughout the campaign, when he was at home on Sunday, 
William Jennings Bryan would dismiss his Sabbath-school 
class a little early so as to run over to Omaha and meet the 
boys in the bar of the Paxton Hotel to keep track of how 
things were going. At first the Anti-Saloon League was not a 
little disturbed by these equivocal associations on the part 
of a hitherto exemplary character. A young prohibition 
worker had his office in the Burr Block with Bryan and 
Charley Dawes. He had been baptized William Eugene, but 
he came to be known to fame as “Pussyfoot,” Johnson. 
He argued with Bryan frequently about prohibition, but he 
made no headway. Bryan did not believe in it. For the Anti- 
Saloon League he kept tab, too, upon WiUiam Jennings 
Bryan’s excursions into Omaha’s underworld. He might 
have spared his pains. Beyond learning that Bryan did in 
fact visit the back room of Ed Lathrop’s saloon and like re- 
sorts where frailer sisters “sat for company” and political 
workers of humbler rank frequently drank more than was 
good for them, there was nothing to report on William Jen- 
nings Bryan. He never drank anything stronger than 
sarsaparilla. It may be doubted if he knew the^e was a woman 
in the placed 

William Jennings Bryan did not confine his political activi- 
ties to making the rounds of the saloons of Omaha, however. 
He had been brought into the campaign to do the speech 
making, not the hand shaking, and no one in the history of 
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Nebraska ever did a better job. He covered every crossroads 
town in the district with more than eighty speeches in all, 
and staged eleven joint debates with W. J. Connell, his Re- 
publican rival, besides. The first of these, in Lincoln, was a 
little trying. Bryan was nervous to the point of nausea.^ But 
long before the series ended the best Connell could do by way 
of rejoinder to Bryan’s sallies was to call him “ the boy orator 
of the Platte.”* The name stuck. At the final debate Bryan 
presented his rival with a copy of Gray’s “Elegy Written in a 
Country Churchyard,” with an appropriate speech, and re- 
ceived in his turn from admiring friends a floral offering with 
the words “Truth” and “Eloquence” picked out in pansies.^ 
It required something more than truth and eloquence, 
however, for William Jennings Bryan to be elected to Con- 
gress. He had to satisfy two types of disgruntled voters who 
had yet to learn that their griefs were basically identical: 
farmers and labourers. Only the previous December, at 
St. Louis, representatives of both groups had gathered to 
form a new political party. They adopted a programme that 
sounded like nothing so much as the very platform Bryan 
himself was running on,® including pledges to fight capitalis- 
tic encroachments and to return the country to its historic 
practice of using silver as well as gold as legal money. When 
Bryan spoke at country meetings the farmers often asked 
him why he was not running as a Populist. He spiked their 
guns by admittmg candidly that there was little difference 
between his views and the platform of the People’s party. 
Other traps were set for the young man. He met them all 
with consummate adroitness. Charged with travelling on a 
pass g^ven him by the railroads, Bryan confessed he had 
done so. “But since I have been a candidate for public 
office, I have paid every nickel of my fare,” he declared.® 
A rumour was launched that he belonged to the A. P. A.,* a 
particularly vijmlent anti-Catholic organization. Had the 
story been true it would have been worth votes to Bryan, in 
Nebraska. He threw them away. “I respect every man’s 
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right to worship God according to his own conscience,” he 
gave out, in a public statement.^ 

One slip he did make, and it plagued him mightily. “I 
am tired of hearing about laws made for the benefit of men 
who work in shops,” he told a group of farmers.® The farmers 
cheered lustily. So were they. But back in the factory districts 
of Omaha the statement did not have quite the same heroic 
ring. The workers swallowed it, however, because Bryan 
promised them the saloon. 

President Canfield, of Nebraska University, wrote Louis 
F. Post: 

We have just elected a young man to Congress of whom I am sure 
you will get good reports before long. His political courage is great. 
When he was speaking in his own campaign, he invited questions 
from his audience and when they came he answered them frankly 
and boldly. I recall a question as to what he would do to protect 
the sugar beet interests in this region, and he replied: 

“I will not vote in Congress to injure my own constituents for 
the benefit of others, nor will I vote to injure others for the benefit 
of my own constituents.”® 

The Lincoln Herald summed Congressman Bryan up more 
succinctly: 

Able, brilliant, young, magnetic, hopeful, candid, honest, 
and poor.^° 

Chiefly William Jennings Bryan was hopeful. He had 
more than a year in which to prepare himself for the illustrij- 
ous career he planned in Washington. The law had nevdr 
been an exacting mistress; he kissed her good-bye without a 
pang. While his name remained on the door of his office with 
Dolf Talbot he never essayed the serious practice of laW 
again. One thing Bryan grasped: the tariff was the dominant 
question of the day. If he would make any mark for himst^ 
in Congress he must master the intricate business of specific 
or compensatory duties added to ad valorem rates, of the 
difference between the cost of wool growing in Australia and 
the United States, of agricultural schedules, sugar bounties, 
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duties on binding twine, reciprocity provisions, and the rest 
of the complicated machinery devised by William McKinley, 
Jr., “the guardian angel, in the halls of Congress, of the in- 
dustries of the country,” to wet-nurse these infant industries 
far into lusty manhood. 

General ideas on the beneficence of free trade, absorbed 
from old Silas Bryan and confirmed by President Sturtevant 
of Illinois College, were all right for the crossroads meetings, 
but they would not do for Congress. The lawmakers of the 
nation were not dealing with a principle. They were beset 
by clamorous citizens representing every imaginable com- 
merce who looked upon government as designed to advance 
their personal fortunes. It was the American credo. That was 
what government of the people, by the people, and for the 
people meant. Business men, prosperous by virtue of thump- 
ing governmental bounties, thought of themselves as in- 
dustrial giants for whom the desert had rejoiced and blos- 
somed as the rose. They were disposed to be virtuously in- 
dignant should anyone propose to deprive them of their sub- 
sidies, quite as if an impious hand had been laid upon the 
flag or American womanhood traduced. It was not merely 
that these gentlemen might make less money without pro- 
tection. They were not greedy. The agitation for free trade 
struck deeper. What haunted the American business man 
was the fear that, in a world-wide competitition for which he 
was in no wise equipped by education or experience, the il- 
lusion of his amazing cleverness might be shattered. His 
attitude toward tariff reform was not economic. It was emo- 
tional. 

If the hard-headed (as he conceived himself) business man 
was emotional on the subject of the tariflF, those farmers and 
labourers, perennial victims of the policy of protection, who 
had organized the great, loose, blundering, voiceless group at 
St. Louis in 1889, may be forgjven a tendency to become 
wrought up over the same question. Ever since Abe Lincoln 
had put it into words for them the farmers and workers of 
the West felt, too, that “inasmuch as most good things are 
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produced by labor it follows that all such things of right be- 
long to those whose labor has produced them.” They put 
their conviction into a single phrase: “Equal rights to all and 
special privileges to none,” and set forth like so many 
crusaders to make it come true. 

With so much feeling beclouding the tariff issue from both 
sides Bryan was in his element. If anyone knew how to give 
emotional expression to a practical matter it was William 
Jennings Bryan. There were, however, certain basic factual 
data that he must become familiar with before tackling the 
tariff specialists who had passed the McKinley bill. These he 
set himself to acquire with the same methodical diligence 
with which he had won collegiate honours in Jacksonville. 
He wrote to Professor Milligan of Illinois College for the 
books he should read. “ I didn’t know he had it in him to work 
so hard,” remarked the astonished professor. 

Without Mrs. Bryan he never would have, either. She had 
been admitted to the bar to help him with his law; and now 
that the law had given way to politics, precisely as they had 
planned, she had one side of the desk and he the other, as 
they worked together in complete partnership and harmony. 
Her mind was more analytical than his, and it was through 
her eyes that William Jennings Bryan saw and understood 
as much as he did of the political problems he had to deal 
with. Together they went to Mexico and fetched back a col- 
lection of cutlery selling for less across the border than in the 
United States, where it was manufactured. To '\Wlliam Jen- 
nings Bryan this was the tariff in a nutshell. He found it more 
convincing than a shelf of works on economics. So did the 
bulk of his audiences. 

There were, of course, other things going on in the world 
during that year between Bryan’s election and his taking his 
seat in Congress. They did not seem important to him. True, 
he went to Iowa and made speeches to help Boies to be elected 
Governor. Iowa was next door to Nebraska, and it was good 
politics to make a friend of Uncle Horace. But when eleven 
Italians were taken by a mob from a New Orleans jail and 
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lynched, Bryan was not interested in the affair. The Italian 
navy, being considerably more imposing than the navy of 
the United States, the government of the United States re- 
luctantly paid $25,000 for the lives of those Italians, which 
was not, on the whole, expensive. 

At the other end of the world, a gallant and tragic figure 
looked his last upon the snow-clad peaks and shot himself in 
the American Legation at Santiago de Chili. And that, too, 
brought the nation to the brink of war. In Brussels, another 
figure, less heroic, an empire within his grasp, shot himself 
also, fear stricken at the threshold of power. Charles Stewart 
Parnell, idol of a race of mighty men, married Mrs. O’Shea at 
last and sank to his long peace, a broken spirit. General 
Sherman died, and George Bancroft and James Russell 
Lowell. A famine in Russia slew its millions. In New York a 
madman set off a bomb under a millionaire. In Brooklyn a 
statue of Henry Ward Beecher was unveiled, facing City 
Court, where he had stood trial for adultery. What were they 
— ^pride, power, place — ^when death beckoned? 

All through the West, people were singing about a “pic- 
ture that is turned toward the wall,” and boys whistled shrilly 
Ta-ra-ra-ra-boom-der-L Denman Thompson’s Old Homestead 
completed a run of four years; Edwin Booth gave another 
farewell performance of Hamlet. John Drew became a star, 
and Ada Rehan played in The Prodigal. “Miss Rehan is 
getting old,” said the critics. In England Hedda Gabler was 
produced, and Barrie wrote The Little Minister. There was 
talk of a World’s Fair, to be held in Chicago — “now generally 
acknowledged to be the typical American city.” Robert G. 
Ingersoll abandoned his anti-Christian lectures. They no 
longer paid. “Perhaps, after all, we are a Christian people,” 
commented Leslie's W sekly. Perhaps we were. 

'sJSTo one of these happenings was within the range of Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan’s vision. One matter alone absorbed 
him: how to lay securely the foundations of his political 
future. 

.._To all appearances Bryan had no future in Nebraska. 
He had no personal following, and being a Democrat under 
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a Republican administration, no hope of patronage by which 
to create one. The Republican postmasters were postmasters 
because they could be depended upon as unflagging party 
vorkers — the mail of many a Democrat was held up for days, 
vhen it was delivered at all. William Jennings Bryan’s earli- 
!St political lesson, taught him by no less a person than the 
flon. Benjamin Harrison himself, was that to the victor be- 
ong the spoils. He never forgot it. 

Elected by a minority over a thousand votes greater 
:han his plurality above his Republican opponent, it was 
:lear that someone had the whip hand of Congressman Bryan. 
!f he had any doubts as to who it was, all he had to do was to 
:ast an eye at the other two Congressmen elected from Ne- 
)raska the same year. Both were Alliance men — ^Populists, 
is they began to be called. The dullest political observer 
:ould see plainly that William Jennings Bryan had only one 
lope in the world of being reelected to Congress: he had 
:o go out and gather in Populist votes as fast as ever he 
:ould. 

That is precisely what William Jennings Bryan did. 

If there was one thing the farmers and small shopkeepers 
ind labourers and idealists and cranks and reformers and 
nen of vision and zealots of every complexion who made up 
he St. Louis group were ready to fight, bleed, and die for, it 
vas what had been called firom time immemorial “easier 
noney.” That had been the slogan of victory of the followers 
iflAtiHrew Jackson. It was what old Silas Bryan had cam- 
aaigned for in 1872. As late as 1878 a million votes were 
:ast for that one spedfic thing. Political weather vanes like 
jenaral John A. Logan and dyed-in-the-wool Republicans 
ike Oliver P. Morton stood like rocks for the prindple of a 
more clastic medium of exchange. It might be state bank- 
lotes. It might be greenbacks. It might be silver. What it was 
vas of no consequence. What was important was that there 
should be enough of it. The men and women of the great 
3pen spaces, the mines and the factories of the country, who 
did the country’s sweating, were and always had been sick 
and tired of having to buy at a pawnbroker’s premium the 



132 THE PEERLESS LEADER 

money with which to pay their debts. Said the Topeka 
Capital y a Republican journal: 

The business of the country needs more money and the people 
want as much as possible of it made of silver 

There was virtually no disagreement on this head. Nineteen 
states had declared unequivocally for silver as a primary cur- 
rency,^^ and the United States Senate had put the stamp of 
its approval on its free coinage.^® 

It was not William Jennings Bryan who was the fiery 
champion of the free and unlimited coinage of silver in 1891, 
but the Hon. William McKinley, Jr., of Ohio. He hardly had 
words to express his indignation that, in 1873, silver had 
quietly been dropped as a coinage medium. It was, he said, 
“dishonouring one of our precious metals, one of our own 
great products.” McKinley was deeply stirred by sinister 
proposals “to contract the circulating medium and demon- 
etize one of the coins of commerce, limit the volume of money 
among the people, make money scarce and therefore dear.” 
These nefarious attempts to repudiate America’s own pre- 
cious metal, said McKinley, had “increased the value of 
'pioney and diminished the value of everything else — money 
the master, everything else its servant.”^^ 

William Jennings Bryan himself could not have put it bet- 
ter. In fact, in 1891, he could not have put it at all. He had 
not the vaguest idea what all the fuss about free silver meant, 
and he was too busy trying to puzzle out what the tariff 
Baeant to bother his head with currency problems. What 
Bryan did understand was that since 1888 the Populist vote 
in Nebraska had been gaining with bewildering rapidity, 
while the Democratic vote had as steadily decreased,^® 
and, further, that the Populist farmers of Nebraska, whose 
votes he would have to have to be reelected to Congress when 
the time came, were fanatic on the subject of silver. It was 
not simply a panacea to them, it was a rallying cry, a symbol, 
a religion. The simplest way to win the Populist vote was to 
come out for free silver. 
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Accordingly, two months before William Jennings Bryan 
left for Washington, before 453 delegates to the Democratic 
State Convention at Grand Island, he sponsored a resolution 
that promptly played the mischief with the Democracy of 
Nebraska. 

We favor the free coinage of silver [it read], and that it be 
made a full and legal tender for all debts, public and private, and 
we denounce as unjust and dishonest the provision of the law 
recently enacted allowing parties to stipulate against payment in 
silver and silver certificates, thus setting up a standard for the rich 
man and another for the poor man.“ 

The last phrase was greeted by prolonged and frantic cheers. 
It was William Jennings Bryan’s own, expressing exactly his 
whole view of the silver issue. To him it was not an economic 
question. It was sentimental — the poor of this world to 
whom God had promised the Kingdom, despised and op- 
pressed by the rich. Lazarus at the gate of Dives. 

But William Jennings Bryan did nothing by halves. He 
went on in his speech to bid openly for Populist support and 
to nominate J. H. Broady for Judge of the Supreme Court. 
Broady he designed to be the personal representative of the 
new leader of Nebraska’s Democracy, Congressman William 
Jennings Bryan. 

On the whole the Hon. William Jennings Bryan was well 
content. He had won his first recognition under the se^s of 
J. Sterling Morton. He had been elected to Congress on the 
ticket with Morton’s enemy, the Hon. James E. Boyd. Now 
he dropped Boyd and erected his own machine with Judge 
Broady in charge. Bryan had written into the Democratic 
platform of the state a plank to which the leaders of the 
Nebraska Democracy were unalterably opposed, and him- 
self taken a position diametrically counter to that of Grover 
Cleveland, the head of his party. He had blasted the recently 
united Democracy of Nebraska into warring factions once 
more and opened its gates to the wooden horse of Populism. 
As a politician, William Jennings Bryan was coming on. 
There was not very much more that even the most active 



134 


THE PEERLESS LEADER 


young man could do. So William Jennings Bryan set off to 
Salem to see Fannie before he went on to Washington. 

The Fifty-second Congress was overwhelmingly Demo- 
cratic. Even the Hon. William McKinley, Jr., lost his seat 
in the House and chairmanship of the Ways and Means 
Committee. The strength of the Republicans, who had 
manned the first billion dollar Congress, was cut in half by 
the popular rebuke administered to what George William 
Curtis called “a tariff at which even Henry Clay would have 
blushed.”^’^ It did not take Congressman Bryan a week to 
figure that with seventy-nine new Democrats and eight new 
Populists in the House a first-term member could hardly be 
subjected to the customary contumely. There were too 
many of them. For a man who was up and doing there were 
bound to be some fat pickings in the way of Committee as- 
signments. William Jennings Bryan felt that the Ways and 
Means Committee best suited his talents and went about the 
business of securing the appointment with his habitual 
thoroughness and dispatch. He importuned every Dem- 
ocratic organization before which he had spoken in the past 
four years to write recommending him for that assignment. 
A Kansas City man described the procedure: 

Bryan spoke in Kansas City some time ago [he said]. He 
made a good speech of the kind, and he had the cheek to demand 
his pay. When he was elected, he demanded from the club under 
whose auspices he spoke an endorsement. A meeting was held and 
the endorsement was sent. It was subsequently repudiated. 
Bryan worked every State in the West for support.^* 

And when William Jennings Bryan arrived in Washington 
he worked the newspapers too. 

The young Congressman is everywhere. In the hotel rotundas he 
is pointed out more frequently than many old Congressmen [said 
a dispatch from Washington in the home papers]. It is conceded 
that Bryan will be on the Ways and Means Committee in any 
event.^® 

There was something naive and altogether charming about 
this picture for home consumption of William Jennings Bryan 
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conspicuous in hotel rotundas, while the Bryans carefully 
counted the pennies in Cotton Bride’s modest boarding 
house on Capitol Hill. Nevertheless, luck was with Bryan. 
The one man he knew in Washington was William M. Spring- 
er, for whom he had made speeches back in Jacksonville, and 
Springer was a contender for the speakership of the House. 

It was a close fight, and Bryan loyally stuck by Springer. 

On the night before the finish Springer sent word to Crisp 
that he and his faithful band would go in a body to Crisp provided 
he would make Springer chairman of the Ways and Means Com- 
mittee, and also make W’illiam Jennings Bryan, a first-timer 
from Nebraska, a member thereof. Crisp declined, but next morn- 
ing on the first ballot he came so near defeat he sent a trusted 
friend to Springer and accepted his proposition.^® 

Back in Nebraska, Bryan’s supporters preened themselves. 
Here was prompt recognition of the genius of the “young 
man eloquent,” as they fondly called him. “I have been told 
that no other new member has been thus honoured,” wrote 
Mrs. Bryan proudly.*^ But how it was done she does not say. 

The first real meeting of the House was on January 5, 1892, 
and on January 6th Congressman Bryan rose to speak. No 
time was to be lost in making a reputation. The bill was to 
appropriate money to transport grain given by the farmers of 
America to their famine-stricken Russian brethren. 

What right have we [asked William Jennings Bryan] to pro- 
vide for the carrying of the products of Nebraska to the suffering 
inhabitants of foreign lands when we had not the authority last 
year to aid the distressed citizens of Nebraska? 

Russia, he declared, was “one of the most despotic of na- 
tions.” He was opposed to appropriating anything to help 
“those subjects of the Czar who bear the double burden of 
want and persecution.”^ He had his way. 

Out in Nebraska, they were a little taken aback.^® 

There appears to be no sentiment of sympathy or feeling of 
humanity in Congressman Bryan’s make up [said an editorial]. 



CHAPTER XIII 


WASHINGTON 

The Boy Orator of the Platte was by no means the youngest 
member of the Fifty-second Congress. The Hon. Joseph W. 
Bailey of Texas was almost three years younger, and there 
were half a dozen others of the same age as William Jennings 
Bryan or less. The Hon, William Jennings Bryan was not the 
most compelling figure in the House, either, albeit he was 
admittedly a very handsome young man. The newspapers, 
when they spoke of him at all, compared his appearance to 
that of the late Samuel Jackson Randall, sometime Speaker 
of the House, as he was when he first came to Congress at the 
age of thirty-six, a quarter of a century before.^ The Associ- 
ated Press found Bryan “ in person, features, voice and ges- 
tures” like the Hon. William McKinley, Jr.^ William Jen- 
lings Bryan hardly considered this a compliment. The New 
Sfork Times said he resembled John G. Carlisle. Bryan liked 
that even less. 

Beside Sockless Jerry Simpson of Kansas, or the Hon. 
Henry Plummer Cheatham, a representative of the Grand 
Old Party from the sovereign state of North Carolina, Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan paled into insignificance. Congressman 
Cheatham was officially described as “a bright mulatto.”® 
In the same class, in point of distinction at least, may be 
placed the Hon. Henry Cabot Lodge, the scholar in politics, 
and his colleague, the Hon. George Fred Wiliams, whose 
subsequent ambition to be King of Albania narrowly missed 
realization. There was Tom Watson, too, the Populist fire- 
brand from Georgia, and John Lind, a lonely Republican 
from Democratic Minnesota, predestined to notoriety if not 
fame through an unequal encounter with Latin-Americans 
whose subtlety was over the head of the Swede, The Mexi- 
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cans called him “£/ Machado” ostensibly because he had 
lost an arm. But there was also a scurrilous implication in 
the nickname. Portly, pompous Czar Reed had been re- 
turned to the ranks as a mere member of the minority, while 
frail, studious little -William L. Wilson of West Virginia re- 
placed the Hon. William McKinley, Jr., absent by request of 
his constituents, as authority on the tariff. One other striking 
figure there was — a soft- voiced, gentle, kindly old man whose 
clothes fitted him badly but whom everyone loved for what 
he was, not what he seemed. Silver Dick Bland, of Missouri, 
said Champ Clark, “amid the splendours of Washington 
retained the rural manners and simple tastes of his earlier 
years.” He had been in Congress so long that pages who had 
known him when he came were now older than William 
Jennings Bryan. 

The Bryans’ third child was not nine months old when they 
arrived in Washington, which rather handicapped Mrs. 
Bryan. When the congressional ladies asked her what com- 
mittees she would like to serve on she replied with some asper- 
ity: “The only committee I know anything about is domestic 
relations.”'* That was a gross understatement. Almost every 
afternoon she met her husband after the adjournment of 
Congress and went with him to Arlington Cemetery where 
phrase by phrase, gesture by gesture, they went over the 
speech that was to make William Jennings Bryan knovm 
throughout the land. And weeks before William Jennings 
Bryan had made any impression whatever on his colleagues, 
his wife was already recognized as “ a woman of rare mental 
endowments. She might be safely credited with at least half 
of all there is good and honest and successful in the Nebraska 
man,” wrote Dan Quin, early in 1892. And he added: “No 
man with such a faithful true intelligence at his side would 
ever stray far from his reservation.”® Nor did Bryan. He 
had reached the saturation point so far as women were con- 
cerned early in childhood: he looked upon women precisely as 
another woman might, but with -no feeling of rivalry. 
Women were just so much furniture to William Jennings 
Bryan. 
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Not that the Bryans were hermits. They attended the 
first White House reception, Bryan conspicuous in a frock 
coat and Mrs. Bryan wearing a high-necked, big-sleeved 
black cashmere dress, not even fashionably cut or made. 
But they were entirely unembarrassed by the unconvention- 
ality of their attire or the attention it attracted. Mrs. Bryan 
received with Mrs. Springer, who took the newcomer under her 
wing; and every time Congressman Bryan rose to address the 
House, if only to offer a petition against the manufacture 
and sale of cigarettes (of which he presented half a dozen), 
he could look straight into the eyes of Mamie Baird, sitting 
there in the gallery, ready to nod approval of the effect he 
was making or to shake her head if she felt he was overdoing 
it. Mrs. Bryan had organized the Sorosis Club in Lincoln,® 
but she was not an avowed suffragist.’^ Her instrument of 
self-expression was William Jennings Bryan. “Her judgment 
is excellent,” said the Washington Post, “and the work 
of her mind is seen in the revision given to Mr. Bryan’s 
speeches.”® 

Hardly had Congress settled down to work before Bryan 
was off making speeches here and there. He told the young 
Democrats of Philadelphia that there were in the West 
“thousands who had never ‘bowed their knee to Baal.’ 
While some of us do not agree with him on the silver 
question [he added], we all admire the matchless courage of 
Grover Cleveland who, when President, dared to do what 
he thought was right and risk the consequences.”® 

Hard upon the heels of which Bryan attended the conven- 
tion of the Populists in St. Louis, where Cleveland was 
roundly denounced as a tool of Wall Street, and the free and 
unlimited coinage of silver, government ownership of rail- 
roads, the abolition of national banks, an income tax, and the 
direct election of Senators by the people were pledged. 
William Jennings Bryan was at home in both gatherings. 

The Hon. William Jennings Bryan had been in Washington 
three months and a half when he could contain himself no 
longer. In less than a month the Democracy of Nebraska 
would assemble at Omaha to choose delegates to the Demo- 
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cratic National Convention at Chicago. If William Jennings 
Bryan wished to be a delegate it was high time he distin- 
guished himself in some striking manner to justify his being in 
Congress at all. The moment had come for Congressman 
Bryan to be up and doing. 

Accordingly, on March i6, 1892, he summoned every re- 
source he possessed — the background of un3nelding faith in 
the processes of Democracy that he had of his father; the 
long perfection of his technique as a public speaker; the readi- 
ness at retort and the adroitness in handling embarrassing 
queries that fifteen years of debating had developed; the 
superb physique, the fine head, the golden voice — he threw 
them all into the great adventure like some prodigal virgin 
hot upon surrender. Mamie Baird sat in the gallery scarcely 
daring to breathe. She gripped the arm of her seat so hard 
that she split her glove. But there was no occasion for her 
to shake her head. 

BRYAN DOWNED THEM ALL 

gloated the New York World, in huge headlines. 

To-day, almost with the effect of an ambuscade, the Democrafc 
uncovered a ten-inch gun, and for two hours shelled the surprised 
enemy so effectively, that the protectionist batteries [the New 
York Times reported] were silenced. 

The National Democrat was exultant over Bryan’s effort: 

It should be read in every home in this broad land as an educa- 
tional argument. For brilliancy, wit, repartee and information it 
will compare favorably with anything that has ever been delivered 
in the halls of Congress.^^ 

William Jennings Bryan “now for the first time drew to 
himself the attention of men of every party throughout the 
United States,” Professor Peck records. 

This speech has been a revolution. No new member has received 
such an ovation in years [said the World\. Mr. Bryan’s speech 
was the talk of the town to-night. 
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And so it was. In the bar of the House there was such 
jubilation among the Democrats as had not been seen for a 
generation. Bryan was dragged there in triumph. He had, 
he said, been nervous before he began to speak — “a sort of 
stage fright,” he called it. After three hours of an amazing 
feat of memory, quoting without notes intricate statistics 
and complicated tables of figures, heckled by the ablest 
debaters the Republicans could muster, counter attacking, 
parrying, evading, keeping the discussion always on his own 
ground, it was hardly to be wondered at that “he grew faint 
and seemed about to swoon when the strain was over. In 
the bar they offered him a drink of whisky — ^it was flowing 
freely. 

“I never use it,” said Bryan simply. He took a glass of 
buttermilk instead. 

It was, however, a wet night for the Democracy of the 
Capitol. 

Yet in point of fact WiUam Jennings Bryan brought to 
light no new law of economics in his speech. He indicated 
no undiscovered angle from which to view the ancient ques- 
tion of free trade. He displayed a mere familiarity with the 
technical weaknesses of the McKinley tariff, the property of 
every assistant professor of political economy in the land, 
however rare in Congress. It was his year of intensive work 
upon the tariff that made Bryan’s speech that March after- 
noon “the greatest and most brilliant he ever delivered,” as 
Champ Clark called it. But in Bryan’s estimation there was 
something else, of greater importance. He had given evidence, 
to an extent unexampled since Lincoln spoke at Gettysburg, 
of a facility at translating the practical problems of life into 
terms of emotion, where they could be, if not solved, at least 
exorcised. This was his triumph. He had, he was convinced, 
carried his audience away with his eloquence. 

He had done nothing of the sort. Probably no audience in 
the world was so little amenable to the impact of sonorous 
phrases as the House of Representatives of the United States. 
What had set Bryan aside as “the most eloquent tribune that 
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the people have had in this hall” — so proclaimed Champ 
Clark — ^was not his eloquence but his knowledge. For years 
the capitol had been cluttered with men who could declaim on 
the subject of free trade. Not since John C. Calhoun died, 
however, had there been a man who could speak effectively 
on the subject, who knew so weU what he was talking about. 

It was precisely this intimate inside acquaintance with the 
tariff as a factor in American politics which William Jennings 
Bryan had gained in his year of study that proved to be of the 
first importance to Bryan and scarcely less so to the country 
at large. It was not, after all, so much he, however, as Mrs, 
Bryan who saw with lightning clearness that the tariff as a 
political issue was at the end of its long, tortuous road. Pro- 
tection, let the Bryans and their like say what they might, 
had been absorbed into the very essence of the American 
republic as certainly as if it had been inserted as a principle 
in the Declaration of Independence or embodied as the 
supreme law of the land in the Constitution. For a young man 
whose political career was just opening to bank on free 
trade, or even the compromise of “tariff for revenue only,”“ 
were political suicide. A younger generation was coming up to 
whom the tariff question would appear as settled as slavery. 
If Bryan expected to go farther in politics he would have to 
find a new issue. 

At this critical juncture in his career fate threw William 
Jennings Bryan into the company of the Hon. Richard Parks 
Bland. “Silver Dick” had just what Bryan was looking for. 

Not that Bland had invented the free coinage of silver as a 
political issue, or discovered it, either. Even the Republican 
platform of 1888 declared flatly for “the use of both gold and 
silver as money.” But there was about Silver Dick Bland an 
almost childlike faith that through the unlimited production 
of silver dollars control of the affairs of the nation could some- 
how be wrested from the economic overlords of the East and 
returned to the West where men were men and women were 
their wives. He believed in it as only a simple, credulous 
soul could. Free silver was Bland’s religion. 
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There was something in Silver Dick’s earnestness and the 
sincerity with which he preached his faith that fired the 
ima^nation of the young Nebraskan. There were obvious 
practical advantages, too, in thrusting silver to the fore as an 
issue. Bryan’s congressional district had been revamped, and 
Omaha was no longer in it. It would be the farmers and not 
the saloon keepers who would reelect Bryan if he were to be 
reelected, and the farmers were for silver. 

So the very day of his triumph as what the New York 
Times called “the best tariff speaker in ten years,” William 
Jennings Bryan buttonholed Representative Bailey of Texas 
and asked him to recommend some good books on the money 
question. “I am going to take up the subject right away,” he 
said. And when the House adjourned, at the moment all 
Washington was talking of Bryan’s great speech on the tar- 
iff,i® Bryan and Bailey went down to a bookstore together 
where the Texan picked out a course of reading on bimetal- 
lism for his Nebraska colleague.^® 

A month later William Jennings Bryan appeared before 
the Nebraska Democracy, at Omaha, a champion of “the 
free and unlimited coinage of silver.”^^ 

“Cheap money is the fruit of cheap statesmanship,” re- 
torted the Hon. J. Sterling Morton, contemptuously.^® 
Bryan’s free silver plank was voted down. 

But the galleries. Populist filled, cheered Bryan — “Whoop- 
e-e! Yow! Whoop !”“ His renoraination was secure. He was 
even suggested as a candidate for Vice President of the 
United States, on a ticket with Calvin Brice, of Ohio, until 
someone found that he was still too young.^ Next he was 
put forward for the governorship.®^ But the Hon. J, Sterling 
Morton had his eye on that job; Bryan did not have a look-in. 
In the end, preceded by a brass band, and in the same car- 
riage, drawn by four white horses, with the Hon. J. Sterling 
Morton, William Jennings Bryan drove to the convention, 
where he was duly renominated for Congress by acclamation. 
He wrote his own platform, however.®® It contained the free 
silver plank, rejected by the Democracy of his state and con- 
demned by the Presidential candidate of his party. 
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William Jennings Bryan was thus left in isolated grandeur, 
badly in need of friends. He therefore jumped at the oppor- 
tunity to make the Independence Day speech at Tammany 
Hall where in a brand-new frock coat he sat on the platform 
beside the Hon. Richard Croker, surrounded by Sachems 
wearing huge collars of blue velvet with stripes of gold and 
flaming badges of the Tammany Society. It was a little em- 
barrassing, however, to have the braves roar, “What’s the 
matter with Wilson? He’s all right! Who’s all right? Wilson!” 
when Bryan rose to speak. They thought he was William L. 
Wilson. 

“When I go home I will tell the Democrats of Nebraska 
that New York is all right. Tammany Hall is a great oigani- 
zation and it is solid for the ticket,” said William Jennings 
Bryan. 

By the time Bryan finished his speech the audience realized 
their earlier error. 

“Hoorah for O’Brien!” they shouted. 

Back in Nebraska the Democratic party was magnani- 
mously disposed to let Bryan manage his canvass as he 
thought best. He had no chance of reelection, anyhow. 

Mr. Bryan wants to run for Congress again and has an idea that 
it will be a shrewd stroke of policy in him to favor free silver and 
thus catch some of the independent vote [explained his chief 
backer. Mayor Sawyer of Lincoln]. The Democrats do not 
favor free silver but are willing to keep their hands off and let 
Bryan pitch into any sort of campaign he likes.^ 

Bryan was right. In his district the Hon. J. Sterling Mor- 
ton, running for Governor on a “gold” platform, was snowed 
under by 5,500 votes, William Jennings Bryan on a “^ver” 
platform carried the district by just 140. 

It was a hard pull. Bryan repeated his feat of the previous 
canvass by debating his Republican rival. But Judge Allen 
W. Field was a man of very different calibre to the unhappy 
Connell. He stammered a little, however, and the contrast to 
Bryan’s golden voice and magnificent sweep of sonorous 
words was too great a handicap to overcome. On the other 
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hand, no less distinguished a pair than the Hon. Joseph B. 
Foraker and William McKinley, Jr., invaded Bryan’s dis- 
trict. As McKinley was a far more forthright prophet of 
free silver than Bryan, it hurt.^^ Indeed, Bryan’s enthusiasm 
for the white metal seemed to many a little sudden. He was 
kept busy explaining to suspicious audiences of Alliance men 
that he had been too occupied with the tariff to give proper 
attention to monetary problems during the past session of 
Congress — ^he even begged and obtained a certificate to 
that effect from the silver members of the Coinage Committee 
of the House of Representatives.^® 

They pestered Bryan in a thousand ways, those Populists. 
He began to ask himself whether it was worth it to concede 
so much to them. Especially were they pertinacious about his 
support of Cleveland for President. They could not see how, 
if Bryan were sincere, he did not come out for General 
James Baird Weaver. True, Bryan had been for Uncle Horace 
Boies rather than Cleveland or David B. Hill.^® But when 
Cleveland was chosen at Chicago Bryan accepted the con- 
vention’s decision. It was of his creed that the majority must 
rule. Cleveland, Bryan held, was wrong on the silver ques- 
tion. But he was a Democrat, and Bryan was a Democrat, 
and so Bryan must support Cleveland whether he a^eed 
with him or not.^'^ To the Nebraska farmers this was childish 
reasoning. Not a meeting passed at which some tall, gaunt, 
rasping-voiced Populist did not point it out.®* 

To meet it Bryan developed a story which he used con- 
stantly, of an old Baptist lady (so he put it) who got to shout- 
ing at a Methodist camp meeting. The astonished Metho- 
dists asked her how she, a lifelong Baptist, could behave in 
such a manner. 

“That’s all right,” said she. “I was born a Baptist, but I 
have strong Methodist tendencies.” 

“ I was born a Democrat,” Bryan would add, “ but I have 
strong Alliance tendencies.”^® 

Frequently they quizzed him on the currency question, 
and when they did Bryan was lost. For the Nebraska farmers 
knew the gospel of Silver Dick Bland from alpha to om^a, 
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and they saw quickly that Bryan did not. He took refuge in a 
candour that won them wholly. 

“I don’t know anything about free silver,” he said at a 
meeting at Auburn, on September 22 , 1892. “The people of 
Nebraska are for free silver and I am for free silver. I will 
look up the arguments later. 

What William Jennings Bryan could not tell his Populist 
hecklers was that he had the best of all reasons to be for free 
silver. His campaign expenses were being paid by the silver 
mining and smelting barons of the Rockies. For Bryan had 
been in a quandary when his nomination came to him. If 
he went with the Hon. J. Sterling Morton’s crowd of gold 
Democrats he could never in the world carry his district of 
Populist farmers. His campaign in 1890 had cost him only 
1400,®^ but that had been because the Hon. James E. Boyd 
and the liquor interests of Omaha had supplied a well-filled 
barrel. Now these altruistic civic influences regarded Bryan’s 
“silver” platform with a fishy eye. He could not raise a nickel 
from them. Yet Bryan was desperately pressed for money, 
and the campaign he planned was a costly one. 

Bryan’s man Friday, Judge J. H. Broady, was in charge of 
his campaign,®® and shortly after Bryan’s nomination Judge 
Broady turned up in the office of the Hon. Charles S. Thomas, 
of Denver, attorney for the leading silver mine owners and 
smelters of Colorado. He bore a confidential letter from the 
Hon. William Jennings Bryan. “He was badly in need of 
funds for his campaign,” Bryan wrote Senator Thomas, 
“with no prospect of securing anything in Nebraska, and 
asking if I could be of any assistance to him. He added that 
whatever I did would, he hoped, be a strictly personal affair. 
He also asked that any contribution secured should be made 
to Judge Broady, thus keeping his name out of the picture.” 
Senator Thomas had no difficulty in raising f 2,000 among his 
clients, exclusive of his own contribution. 

This sum was paid over to Judge Broady, and no doubt used by 
him in compliance with Mr. Bryan’s directions [Senator Thomas 
says]. Mr. Bryan waited until he saw me after the campaign to 
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make his acknowledgments, explaining that he did not feel safe 
in making any written acknowledgment of the receipt of the 
money.®® 

There were silver barons in Salt Lake City, as well. Judge 
Broady made the rounds. 

Bryan’s secretiveness respecting the $ 4,000 more or less 
spent by the silver interests to elect him to Congress had 
something of old Silas Bryan, something also of the evangel- 
ist, but most, perhaps, of the woman in it. There was no rea- 
son why Bryan should not have admitted openly the source 
of his campaign fund. The manufacturers of the country had 
been shaken down to the tune of some three million dollars 
four years before, to elect Harrison and maintain the McKin- 
ley tarifF.^^ Almost as much was being spent to elect Cleve- 
land the same year Bryan ran.®* Torchlight parades, brass 
bands, railway fare, and printing cost money, and everybody 
in 'Lincoln knew that Bryan had none. Obviously it came 
from somewhere. 

But a certain craftiness inheres in the small-town life of 
the Middle West, especially in respect of money matters, of 
which Silas Bryan himself had furnished a striking example. 
It had its religious justification too — ^let not thy left hand 
know what thy right hand doeth applied to other things 
besides charity. With Bryan, however, it was probably the 
enduring influence of the circle of women that, in his child- 
hood, put its mark upon him for life. He was secretive as a 
woman is, reluctant to trust anyone, least of all herself. 

The vote was so close that the result of the election was 
not known for several days. While the returns still looked as 
if Bryan had been defeated Mrs. Bryan was invited to a 
luncheon. 

I knew the wife of our opponent would be there, and the majority 
of the women were Republicans [she writes]. I felt at first I could 
not go — am afraid I cried a little — but my pride let me dry my 
eyes, dress as nicely as I could, and go to congratulate our enemy. 
I had a little speech ready. The successful candidate’s wife was 
there, surrounded by friends, all happy and smiling. 
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Shortly after I came I was called from the room. Word had been 
telephoned up from headquarters that later returns gave the elec- 
tion to Mr. Bryan by 75 votes. What a load off my heart! I could 
smile too. ... I did not make my speech of congratulation.®® 

At the final meeting before election Bryan’s admirers again 
presented him with a floral tribute. 

This time it bore only one word: “Eloquence.” 



CHAPTER XIV 


CAPITOL HILL 

In the brief span of four years the Hon. Grover Cleve- 
land, twice President of the United States — the first Demo- 
crat to occupy the White House since the war between the 
states and the only President to be reelected after a defeat — 
was relegated to that innocuous desuetude he had himself in- 
vented. The leadership Cleveland was too headstrong to re- 
tain fell to the magnetic Representative from Nebraska, 
just turned thirty-three. The process by which this came to 
pass is intricate, perhaps dull as well. But it is what is known 
as democracy. 

Both Cleveland and Bryan were elected by minorities. 
The Populists — the disinherited, the terrible meek — held 
the balance of power. William Jennings Bryan knew this, 
and cut his coat according to his cloth. But if Grover Cleve- 
land had an inkling of whose votes sent him back to the White 
House in 1892 he showed no signs of it. The money of the 
bankers and financial leaders of the East paid his campaign 
expenses.’^ To them Cleveland felt he owed his fealty, as per- 
haps he did. In full honesty he discharged his debt. 

Grover Cleveland hated Bryan, but he did not belittle 
him. He knew from the first between whom the conflict 
lay. To look at the two men when the struggle between them 
began in 1893, Bryan had all the advantages. Cleveland was 
fifty-six, corpulent, apoplectic,® choleric,® and suffering from 
cancer of the throat.^ He wrote ably, but, with an artificial 
jaw of vulcanized rubber and no palate, he was distinctly 
handicapped as a public speaker.® 

Bryan, on the other hand, was handsome as a god to some 
tastes, finely set up, teeming with energy and eagerness, and 
possessed of a capacity to sway men by the power of his voice, 
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the sweep of his words, and the charm of his manner that no 
man in America equalled. No one of these qualities is a 
negligible factor in any walk of life. Taken all together they 
constituted a rare political equipment to which intellectual 
profundity would have added little. 

Above all, William Jennings Bryan stood in the broad 
light of relative candour. He was not, it is true, shouting from 
the housetops who had paid his campaign expenses. But 
neither was anyone else in that day. Bryan had been elected 
on a platform calling for the free coinage of silver, an income 
tax, drastic revision of the tariff downward, and direct elec- 
tion of Senators by the people. He dodged none of these 
issues, 

Cleveland’s course was, when all is said and done, tortuous. 
Elected on a clear mandate to attend to the tariff and leave 
the money of the country severely alone,® he had not yet 
even packed his trunks to return to Washington before his 
financial backers foreclosed their mortgage on the White 
House. What these gentry demanded and what they pro- 
posed to obtain without further nonsense or delay was that 
the United States should be placed permanently upon the 
same financial footing as England, with gold and gold alone 
the basis of all currency then or thereafter to be issued, for- 
ever and ever, amen. The idea may have been excellent. But 
the manner in which the financial giants of the day went 
about it certainly earned them no political laurels. 

The truth is that it was by no means a simple matter. 
Both gold and silver had been the joint bases of the money 
of the United States for some threescore years and ten. As 
nothing out of the way had happened during that period, the 
average citizen could perceive no reason whatever for all the 
fuss about gold. He rarely saw any of it, anyhow. The whole 
pother struck the man in the streets and the man in the coun- 
try roads as something academic. He was inclined to oppose 
change as the average man always opposes change. 

So the problem before “Cleveland and the Eastern finan- 
ciers who agreed with him,”^ as Professor Rhodes puts it, 
with curious inversion, became the extremely delicate one of 
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persuading the citizen of modern means that his own particu- 
lar bread and butter was in some miraculous way bound up 
with a unique gold standard for the paper dollars he received 
in his pay envelope. What made the problem peculiarly 
difficult was that nothing of the sort was the case.® 

Now the bankers, to whom the question of gold was in- 
dubitably important, might have set about the education 
of the farmer, the small-town banker, the country storekeeper, 
and the men and women of modest and timorous outlook, 
to their point of view. It would have required relatively 
little effort. But the financiers of the East preferred the an- 
cient weapons of those of guilty conscience; intrigue, and 
force. To both of these methods of procedure the President 
lent himself with a completeness that made it difficult for the 
people at large to regard him as honest. William Jennings 
tBryan, whose world was all black or all white, found it im- 
possible. 

Undeniably there were certain dubious aspects to the 
President’s course. He had not yet taken office, for example, 
when he began negotiations with that distinguished Dem- 
ocrat, August Belmont, representative of the House of 
Rothschild, for the sale by the United States — of which 
Cleveland was not yet President — of an issue of gold bonds 
which the Congress had not yet authorized. The bonds, 
Belmont pointed out, “should be sold abroad if they are to 
serve the purpose at all.”® The purpose was clear. Marketed 
abroad, the credit of the nation would be engaged. There 
could be no going back upon the action. One bright morning 
the country would suddenly awake to find itself upon a single 
gold basis, without act of Congress or yote of the people or 
any of the other irritating and frequently uncertain opera- 
tions of popular rule. Not Henry Clay in his palmiest days 
ever conceived anything half so adroit. Naturally, Mr. 
Cleveland’s correspondence vith the House of Rothschild 
was highly confidential,^ 

But Grover Cleveland’s financial friends were hardly naive 
enough to put all their eggs in a single basket. The public 
could not be altogether damned, or hoodwinked either. It 



CAPITOL HILL 


151 


was most desirable that a chastened frame of mind be in- 
duced in the country at large in order that humble men and 
women of no financial sagacity might be disposed to place 
their fate in the hands of those more experienced and to 
trust their leadership. In short, if God in His wisdom should 
see fit to visit a panic upon the land, the scourge might not 
prove to be wholly without its providential features. In the 
ensuing fright and confusion the silver bugaboo could be 
disposed of once and for all and everybody be happy. 

No sooner said than done. A circular was promptly drawn 
up and sent out to key banks throughout the land, with the 
knowledge and consent of the Secretary of the Treasury. 

The interests of National Bankers require immediate financial 
legislation by Congress. Silver, silver certificates and Treasury 
notes must be retired and the National Bank notes upon a gold 
basis made the only money [read this peremptory and ambitious 
document]. You will at once retire one third of your circulation 
and call in one half of your loans. Be careful to make a money 
stringency felt among your patrons, especially among influential 
business men. Advocate an extra session of Congress for the re- 
peal of the purchase clause of the Sherman law, and act with other 
banks of your city in securing a large petition to Congress for its 
unconditional repeal, as per accompanying form. Use personal in- 
fluence with Congressmen; and particularly let your wishes be 
known to your Senators. The future life of National Banks as fixed 
safe investments depends upon immediate action, as there is an 
increasing sentiment in favor of governmental legal tender notes 
and silver coinage.^ 

With how much of the detail of this “conspiracy — one of 
the cruellest and most scandalous in the history of the Re- 
public,” as it was described in England, Grover Cleveland 
was cogi]^ant is not certain. He was no financial genius, and 
on numerous prior occasions he had been grossly misled by 
what he termed “lying and treacherous representations. 

At best Mr. Cleveland was a very sick man who “complained 
that his mind would not woric.”^® It worked sufficiently well, 
however, to serve the needs of those who, according to the 
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Hon. David B. Hill of New York, were attempting in every- 
way to spread disaster broadcast throughout the land. 

These disturbers [Senator Hill declared], the promoters of the 
public peril, represent largely the creditor class, the men who 
desire to appreciate the gold dollar in order to subserve their own 
selfish interests, men who revel in hard times, men who drive harsh 
bargains with their fellow men regardless of financial disaster and 
men wholly unfamiliar with the principles of monetary science.^^ 

Senator Hill was certainly no radical. But the Hon. William 
Jennings Bryan himself could not have put the situation 
more succinctly. 

Nor was Bryan idle while this was going on. He knew no 
more of what was afoot than did the country at large. But 
he did not have to — he knew the forces behind Cleveland. 

I have no doubt from my observation of his course that the 
financiers put up the money that secured his nomination [he 
wrote], and I know they furnished large sums of money to secure 
his election. His Committee spent $900,000 in the State of New 
York and among the contributors to his campaign fund was the 
Sugar Trust which gave $175,000.^® 

All of which was true. Even before Cleveland took office. 
Congressman Bryan was warning the country — not without 
reason — against the “dictation of the moneyed interests.”^ A 
week after August Belmont wrote in such confidence in- 
structing Mr. Cleveland just how the projected bond issue 
had best be managed,^’^ William Jennings Bryan was on his 
feet in the House denouncing any bond issue at all.^® He 
went West, too, and got from the silver men all their am- 
munition of arguments and statistics. He attended the Na- 
tional Silver Conference at Chicago, profiting of the occasion 
to take mamma and the children to see the World’s Fair.“ 
What impressed Bryan most at the exposition was not the 
Midway Plaisance. It was a single gold nugget worth more 
than three thousand dollars. 

“What an outrage that the finder should be able to conyert 
that into money at such an enormous profit!” he exclaimed.®® 
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Bryan even journeyed to Springfield to consult Governor 
John Peter Altgeld/^ “the guiding spirit in all secret con- 
ferences held by the bewildered, simple folk of the land, 
overwhelmed by the flood of organized propaganda flowing 
from the financial centres of the East. When Congress as- 
sembled in special session in August, William Jennings Bryan 
was ready. He knew as much about the silver issue as he 
would ever know. He had been through the country and seen 
with his own eyes the unexampled unemployment, the suffer- 
ing and despair of the great masses of the people. To Bryan, 
by the sheer logic of democracy these patient, leaderless, in- 
articulate millions must be right and President Cleveland 
and his little group of financial mentors must be in error. If 
this were not so, then was democracy itself meaningless. 

On August 1 6, 1893, William Jennings Bryan rose in the 
House to put into words all of these nebujous ideas that filled 
his mind and all the profound emotional reactions that pos- 
sessed him. 

Bryan was pale and cool. There was a slight tremor in his voice. 
He began to speak over the heads of the members. A pretty young 
woman in neat brown dress had entered the gallery as he began. 
The young woman was his wife. He was speaking to her, looking to 
her, no doubt for confidence.*® 

He had need of all the confidence that Mary Bryan could 
^ve him. For on his desk lay the proofs of the speech over 
which they had worked so hard together, all in type, ready 
for the Congressional Record. And suddenly, as William 
Jennings Bryan looked about the chamber, he decided that 
his prepared address would not do at aU. He turned his notes 
face downward and began a wholly new speech.*^ 

The empty seats became filled as if by magic [the newspapers 
reported]. Senators came over from the other chamber until there 
were not half a dozen in the Senate. . . . The press gallery was 
foil.® 

It was “ the most forcefully persuasive exposition of the argu- 
ment for silver that has ever been presented before a deliber- 
ative body,” records Professor Peck. 
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When a crisis like the present arose and the national bank of his 
day sought to control the politics of the nation [boomed the deep 
voice of the Nebraskan], God raised up an Andrew Jackson, who 
had the courage to grapple with that great enemy, and, by over- 
throwing it, he made himself the idol of the people and reinstated 
the Democratic party in public confidence. 

When he had done, there were cries of “Vote! Vote!” But 
the Administration had seen to that. Under the rule of debate 
no vote could be taken. 

If William Jennings Bryan’s tariff speech of the year be- 
fore had made a hero of him, his silver speech raised him at 
once into the chief figure in the party whose nominal leader 
was the sick man at the other end of Pennsylvania Avenue.^® 
It was “worthy of a Roscoe Conkling, Henry Winter Davis or 
Alexander Stephens.”^^ Bryan was “a second Henry Clay.”^* 
Congressman William M. Springer was beside himself with 
pride over his prot6g6. “It was the greatest speech I ever 
heard in either branch of Congress,” he cried. “ It will take 
rank with the speeches of Clay or Webster or Wendell 
Phillips.”^® Tom Reed and Joe Cannon rushed up to con- 
gratulate a worthy foeman.®® Silver Dick Bland put his arm 
on the youngster’s shoulder, his eyes filled with tears, as if 
he were saying: “Here is one mightier than I, whose shoes 
I am not worthy to bear.” 

That night. President Cleveland sent for the Hon. J. 
Sterling Morton, of Nebraska, his Secretary of Agriculture, 
and gave him the job of chief executioner. Under no cir- 
cumstances was the Hon. William Jennings Bryan to be 
allowed to return to Congress. 

The extreme silver advocates in the Senate and the House had 
been busying themselves in an effort to obtain offices for their 
friends [the President gave out from the White House]. Among 
these active men none was more industrious in securing places for 
his followers than Mr. Bryan.®^ 

Considering that Cleveland had himself replaced every in- 
ternal revenue collector, ten elevenths of the collectors of 
customs, and four fifths of the fourth-class postmasters 
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his first term as President,®^ he spoke with some au- 
thority on the spoils system. By similar tactics, now, the 
President drove through the repeal of the silver-purchase 
clause, trading jobs for votes®® regardless of civil service. “A 
man,” said Cleveland, “has never yet been hung for breaking 
the spirit of a law.” It was from his party chief that William 
Jennings Bryan learned his second lesson in what might be 
due deserving Democrats. 

Out in Lincoln that October, Congressman Bryan faced the 
music. The President had demanded the young upstart’s 
head on a charger, and the Hon. J. Sterling Morton’s organ- 
ization of “pap-sucking spoilsmen”®^ was prepared to de- 
liver it. For hours the convention was a madhouse, with 
delegates shouting and screaming and singing “After the 
Ball.”®® Bryan alone sat in his seat with that familiar set smile 
upon his face,®® white with fury, his frame quivering with 
pent-up indignation.®^ The fight was hopeless, and Bryan 
knew it. There was more in politics than speeches. There 
was also the intricate machinery of men held together by a 
system of rewards and punishments that must be un- 
yielding if it were to be effective. The account of the Hon. 
J. Sterling Morton was overdue. William Jennings Bryan 
must pay the reckoning. 

The galleries at least were with him. “Give it to ’em! 
Shoot it into them!” they shouted when he arose to speak. 

There was no whining about his speech. He applied the lash 
and applied it with an unrelenting hand. He declared that ... he 
would leave the party and fight the battle of silver under the ban- 
ner of another party, even if he went alone.®® 

His courage availed Bryan nothing. And yet, disowned and 
dishonoured by his own party, the current comment ran 
that “W. J. Bryan was the biggest and most conspicuous 
Democrat west of the Mississippi.”®® 

And so, in fact, he was. The Administration found cold 
comfort in disciplining “the Chevalier Bayard of the Dem- 
ocratic party of Nebraska. Not merely Bryan’s friends, 
now, but his political adversaries as well hailed him the new 
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leader of the party Cleveland had shattered. Almost a million 
copies of Bryan’s famous silver speech were circulated by the 
silver-mine owners.'*^ His handsome features began to appear 
in the political cartoons of the day. His name was more famil- 
iar throughout the West than those of most of Cleveland’s 
cabinet officers. The star of the sick man in the White House 
was setting. 

For when the coinage of silver dollars had been duly halted 
at the President’s demand, nothing happened. Business con- 
ditions grew steadily worse, not better. The depression was 
world wide, and trying to stem it by legislation was as pre- 
posterous as attempting to turn aside a tornado with a fan. 
The gentlemen of what Cleveland described as “moneyed 
institutions,” so ready to start a flurry to obtain what they 
wanted, found it one thing to launch a panic and quite an- 
other to arrest it. Unemployment assumed gigantic propor- 
tions .^2 Industrial unrest increased, and with it bitterness 
between those who had and those who had not. 

All of this was grist to the mill of the Hon. William Jen- 
nings Bryan. 

The poor man is called a socialist if he believes that the wealth 
of the rich should be divided among the poor, but the rich man is 
called a financier if he devises a plan by which the pittance of the 
poor can be converted to his use [he declared]. This question can- 
not be settled by typewritten recommendations and suggestions 
made by boards of trade and sent broadcast over the United 
States. It can only be settled by the great mass of voters in this 
country.'*® 

He was on solid Democratic ground. The President clearly 
was not. If anyone were driving the country recklessly along 
the road to revolution it was not William Jennings Bryan. 

He was tireless, too, in pushing the advantage of the in- 
dependence of his position. All bridges were burned behind 
him. For a year he had been working on an income-tax law, 
and that he sprung now, buttressed with a wall of figures on 
the income tax in other countries, furnished by the De- 
partment of State itself."*^ 
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If there was one thing calculated to fill President Cleve- 
land’s financial friends with apprehension it was the very 
idea of anything so revolutionary as an income tax. “An- 
archy,” cried the great Joseph Choate — a “communist 
march” to be halted at once! Robbing the successful of the 
fruits of their genius for the benefit of the loafers and failures. 
Who were these hayseeds, anyhow, with their perennial 
clamour for a more equitable share in the common profits of 
the national life? They were anarchists, that was what they 
were. This man Altgeld — a foreigner himself — ^pardoning three 
foreign bomb-throwing anarchists who had tried to overthrow 
the government of the United States by force and violence! 
And this Socialist, Debs, tying up the railroads, defying the 
courts — another anarchist! And that old fool Lyman Trum- 
bull, a great man once but in his dotage now, riding his hobby 
of an inheritance tax! Anarchy! 

So they mouthed, the rich and well born of the Eastern 
seaboard. So they had decried Thomas Jefferson. So they had 
raved against Andrew Jackson. So they had predicted in- 
stant anarchy if Lincoln were elected. “ It was not free silver 
that frightened the plutocratic leaders,” Tom Johnson wrote 
in retrospect. “What they feared then, what they fear now, is 
free men.”^ 

And to an ever-widening multitude of human Americans 
William Jennings Bryan became with increasing momentum 
the spokesman of free men. He was speaking constantly, now, 
in the House. He had nothing to lose by it. Four days after 
his first income-tax speech he was on his feet again, this time 
to speak on the tariff. 

It was Saturday night, and the word had gone out that the 
Young Man Eloquent was to have the floor. The galleries 
were filled. A dense mass of people, congregated in the cor- 
ridors, clamoured for admission. Congressman Springer, 
beaming with pride in his protdge, asked unanimous consent 
that the doors be thrown open and the ladies admitted to 
seats on the floor of the House, and immediately every 
possible corner was filled. Beside Bryan, in his own chair, sat 
little nine-year-old Ruth Bryan, wide eyed in worship. 
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The spirit of Burke seemed to have revived in Bryan as he 
thundered forth his brilliant philippic against the crimes of pro- 
tectionism in sententious periods and measured cadences [wrote 
an eye-witness]. Henceforth he must be considered a marked fig- 
ure in American politics. His speech is the talk of the town. . . . At 
its conclusion the vast concourse of people in the galleries and on 
the floor united in three stentorian cheers for the speaker.^ 

And well they might. For as the measured cadences drew 
to a climax the Hon. William Jennings Bryan swung into his 
peroration: 

I rejoice that the people of these once estranged sections are 
prepared to celebrate the complete union of north and south so 
beautifully described by the poetess who says: 

“‘Together!’ shouts Niagara his thunder-toned decree. . , . 

“‘Together!’ cry the people, and together it shall be 

“An everlasting charter-bond forever for the free! 

“Of liberty the signet seal, the one eternal sign, 

“Be these united emblems — the Palmetto and the Pine!”^’ 

The Hon. William M. Springer, sometime of Illinois Col- 
lege, smiled. He seemed to have heard that ending before. 

But Bryan was only unlimbering his guns. Within a single 
week in January, 1894, he had spoken four times, and once 
had taken the Hon. Nelson Dingley completely into camp 
on facts regarding his own state, of which the gentleman from 
Maine appeared ignorant.^® 

It was just before the passage of the Wilson tariff bill, with 
its income-tax rider. Bryan’s own proud handiwork, that the 
Boy Orator of the Platte crossed oratorical swords with the 
matchless successor of Robert Green Ingersoll. The Hon. 
Bourke Cockran, of New York, assailed the income tax in a 
flash of eloquent appeal. Bryan replied instantly. 

If this were a mere contest in oratory no one would be pre- 
sumptuous enough to dispute the prize with the distinguished gen- 
tleman from New York; but clad in the armor of a righteous cause 
I dare oppose myself to the shafts of his genius, believing that 
“pebbles of truth” will be more effective than the “javelins of 
error” even when hurled by the giant of the Philistines, 
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he began. When the speech ended appropriately with 
“Breathes there the man with soul so dead ...” there came 
“ a great burst of applause which after a moment changed 
into cheers and shouts. The members on the floor rushed 
over the chairs and desks to seize Mr- Bryan’s hand, and 
the confusion was so great that the House adjourned.” 

So at least the New York World reported the event.'*® 
According to the New York Tribune^ Bryan was a traitor 
and his Populist speech socialistic.®” 

It was on the great day that the Wilson tariff passed the 
House, however, that William Jennings Bryan really came 
into his own. The Hon. William L. Wilson, small and bent 
and feeble, a few sprigs of lily of the valley pinned upon his 
lapel, his plain black clothes hanging awkwardly, almost 
shabbily, upon his bent form,®^ closed debate upon his own 
bill. 

It was a scene unparalleled in parliamentary history in America. 
The Capitol police were powerless, and the regular police force of 
the city had to be sent for. It was the greatest crowd ever assembled 
in the Capitol.®® 

Miss Leiter, the heiress, sat beside Bourke Cockran. Mrs. 
Cleveland was present, and Cardinal Gibbons “with his 
little red cap conspicuous among the dark heads.”®® 

When Prof. Wilson closed his eloquent appeal to the Democrats 
to vote for freedom and the Wilson bill, hats, papers and books 
were thrown in the air, and finally, their youthful blood refusing 
to calm down, young Harry St. George Tucker and William Jen- 
nings Bryan of Nebraska, the one the son of the Tuckers of Vir- 
ginia, and the other the ardent disciple of the new populistic doc- 
trine in the House, raised the fragile form of Mr. Wilson on their 
broad shoulders and carried him down the aisle and then, not 
knowing what to do with their burden, they dropped him into the 
midst of the crowd of men and women.®* 

It was Bryan’s victory, too. None had worked harder for 
that tariff biU than he. It was fitting that his i8o pounds of 
corn-fed brawn should bear its author in triumph. 
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It was the peak, also, of the Hon. William Jennings 
Bryan’s congressional career. Reluctantly he announced 
that he would not be a candidate for reelection. The an- 
nouncement was superfluous. The Hon. J. Sterling Morton 
had seen to that. It was a pity. They had been so content — 
he and Mary and the children — in the second floor of Cotter 
Bride’s house on Capitol Hill, with its modest library of 
“choice standard works.”® There would be family prayers in 
the sitting room every morning before breakfast,® and Mr. 
Bryan would read a chapter of the Bible aloud, just as his 
father had done. And when there was time, a buggy ride be- 
hind Silas, the old white horse Bryan had fetched with him 
from Lincoln. At night he and Mary would read and dis- 
cuss or perhaps go to a lecture or one of the more serious 
plays, like Shore Acres. 

What should he do now? Go back, like Lincoln, to the hum- 
drum of the law, hoping for a turn of the political wheel? 
Left to himself, perhaps he would have. But William Jen- 
nings Bryan was not left to himself. There was Mary — as 
there had been Cousin Lizzie and Mollie Smith and Fanny, 
and back of them all the stern figure of Mariah Elizabeth 
Jennings. Mary was like all of these combined. Her ambition 
was unquenchable.®'' There was no question of his giving up 
now. 

One sultry day in the gallery of the Senate he sat listening 
to a dull debate. 

“This place has no attraction for me. The other House is 
closer to the people, more thoroughly permeated by popular 
ideas,” he said suddenly to Willis John Abbot. “But upon a 
man of such slender means as I the need for going back to his 
district after two years to seek reelection at some considerable 
expense is a serious drag. It interferes with his work, and 
if he be poor it makes him poorer. The six-year term of the 
Senate is all that commends itself to me.”®* 

It had always been in the back of Bryan’s mind, the Sen- 
ate — ever since the Salem days, when he had played at being 
the Gentleman from Illinois or Senator Bayard of Delaware.®* 
It was of the Senate he had spoken that night to Fill Dunlap 
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as they lay in the dark together. It was of the Senate that he 
dreamed now. 

There was still much to be done, however, before Bryan’s 
term ended. “Silver will lay aside its graveclothes and its 
shroud,” Bryan had predicted. “It will yet rise.”®" It did 
rise, and the battle of the previous year was fought all over 
again. Convinced that he had now disposed of the silver 
question for good and all, the President next tried to drive 
through Congress the plan to issue gold bonds he and August 
Belmont had hatched before ever Cleveland stepped into the 
White House the second time. 

But Congress was sullen. Many a Western member had 
heard from home since voting so blithely to repeal the silver 
purchase provision, and what he heard filled him with the 
fear of God and his constituents. Again and again Bryan 
denounced the bond issue, and this time he was on the win- 
ning side. Frantically the Hon. J. Sterling Morton wrote the 
President that Bryan’s stand was ruining Morton’s machine 
in Nebraska.®'- In the clouds lowering above his political 
future, the Hon. William Jennings Bryan thought he dis- 
cerned the glint of a silver lining. In a fine frenzy of im- 
passioned exultation he let himself go, just before Christmas 
of 1894: 

“I shall not help crucify mankind upon a cross of gold,” he 
thundred, his vibrant voice reechoing from the farthest 
corner of the House. “ I shall not aid in pressing down upon 
the bleeding brow of labor this crown of thorns.”®'* 
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POISED 

In the spring of 1893, the Legislature of Nebraska had 
chosen a Senator. The Hon. William Jennings Bryan, just 
elected to Congress, was in a receptive mood notwithstand- 
ing. Had Divine Providence called him to the United States 
Senate he would have bowed without reluctance to the 
higher will. Writing her husband’s biography in 1896, Mrs. 
Bryan said: “He received the support of a majority of the 
Democratic members of the Legislature, but, when it became 
evident that no Democrat could be elected, he assisted in 
the election of Senator Allen, a Populist.”^ Just so, forty 
years before, Abraham Lincoln, lacking four votes to be 
elected to the Senate, had thrown his strength to Lyman 
Trumbull. 

The difficulty with this striking parallel, however, is that 
it is not so. In 1893, Bryan received, on the first ballot, two 
votes in the House and one in the Senate of the Nebraska 
Legislature. At no time during the sixteen joint ballots subse- 
quently taken did the Hon. William Jennings Bryan receive 
more than 8 votes out of 130. On six of the ballots he received 
none at all.® 

But the Lincoln tradition was more real to the mind of 
William Jennings Bryan than mere official records. Lincoln 
had tried for the Senate once and failed. He had tried again, 
staging the famous debates with Douglas. Again he failed. 
Two years later Lincoln was nominated for the Presidency 
at Chicago and elected. The formula seemed infallible to 
Bryan. He could see no more deeply into the matter. 

The Hon. William Jennings Bryan did not, therefore, ex- 
pect to be elected to the Senate in 1894. He was merely shap- 
ing his career after a certain pattern. It was part of this 
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POISED 

pattern that there should be a series of debates between the 
candidates in which the issues of the struggle for the Presi- 
dency two years later should be ringingly set forth by the 
champion of the humble. Accordingly Bryan challenged his 
Republican opponent to debate and waited impatiently for 
the ensuing fame. 

He played in no luck. It was not Lincoln who had ^ven the 
debates with Douglas what renown they brought, but the 
Little Giant. The Hon. John M. Thurston, Bryan’s senatorial 
rival, was an amiable gentleman with a good speaking and 
singing voice, but no giant, intellectual or otherwise. No 
additional national distinction accrued to William Jennings 
Bryan from his campaign for the Senate. But a great many 
useful things did. 

The Wilson tariff bill, passed with such boyish enthusiasm 
by the House of Representatives, emerged from the Senate 
an example, in President Cleveland’s phrase, of “party 
perfidy and party dishonour.” Nevertheless, Cleveland per- 
mitted it to become law. But when the silver issue cropped 
up again, the President lost his temper completely® and 
vetoed Silver Dick Bland’s seigniorage bill with a bang. 
“Where your treasure is, there will your heart be also,” 
quoted the Democrats of the West and South.® To them 
Grover Cleveland’s heart was in Wall Street, and so far as 
they were concerned, there it could stay and he with it. They 
were through with Grover Cleveland for good and all. They 
were through with anybody who hailed from within a 
thousand miles of the corner of Broad and Wall streets. 
They did not need William Jeimings Bryan to tell them 
that “our Eastern brethren, both Republicans and Demo- 
crats, are . . . building up a plutocracy which will make 
servants of the rest of the people.”® The tariff, free silver, 
were but symbols — “hall-mark of revolt.”® The struck 
Grover Cleveland precipitated was more than a clash of 
political issues. It was the fight of the poor to wring a little , 
something from the rich, the protest of the debtor agmnst 
those whom he believed to be extortionate creditors, the bit- 
ter outcry of the farmer agmnst the grain gambler, the 
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grievance of the individual against corporations.'^ “The 
people against organized wealth,” said Bryan.® Democracy 
against Plutocracy. 

It was also, in Nebraska at least, Cleveland against Bryan. 
And while one issue might in theory have been as good as 
another to fight it out on, there were the soundest of reasons 
why Bryan should prefer silver as the battle cry. No one in- 
terested in free trade was rushing to contribute substantial 
sums to the campaign expenses of a young senatorial can- 
didate. Those interested in free silver, on the other hand, were 
only too delighted to do precisely that thing. The Hon. Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan was, after all, a practical man. 

A meeting held in the Paxton Hotel in Omaha toward the 
end of May, 1894, to organize the Nebraska Democratic 
Free Coinage League was not, therefore, altogether spontane- 
ous; Judge J. H. Broady was among those present. A state 
conference was promptly called, and Bryan himself, from 
Washington, dictated its stand by telegraph: 

We favor the immediate restoration of the free and unlimited 
coinage of gold and silver at the present ratio of 16 to i, without 
waiting for the aid and consent of any other nation on earth.® 

To this sentiment Bryan spoke with the fire of a crusader. 
Had he been a gaunt rad splitter announcing that a house 
divided against itself cannot stand, his words could have had 
no more inflammable appeal. Save for a handful of Fed- 
eral officeholders, the tight little organization the Hon. J. 
Sterling Morton had so long captained^® evaporated over- 
night. Grover Cleveland was swept aside with contumely 
and William Jennings Bryan stepped forth without peer or 
rival, leader of the new Democracy in the West at thirty-four. 

From this position of vantage the course of the Hon. Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan ran with astonishing smoothness. He 
was no longer a “lame-duck” Congressman, repudiated 
by the Administration and out of a job. He was the potential 
voice of some twenty million people living west of the 
Mississippi. He was the champion of the disinherited, the 
despairing, the sullen and bitter losers in that tragic year of 
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industrial conflict, who needed but the wrong kind of a 
leader to break into insurrection.^^ Bryan was, in short, 
precisely what the silver men of the Rockies had been seek- 
ing for many a long day, to replace poor Silver Dick Bland, 
who lacked personal magnetism,^® was too old, besides,^"* and 
and whose badly fitting coat and bagging trousers made him 
always just a little pathetic.^^ 

But the Hon. William Jennings Bryan had to live, too. 
His congressional career was near its end, and he was practi- 
cally penniless.^® If he returned to the practice of law, he 
could hardly be expected to go gallivanting about the 
country with a copy of Harvey’s Coin's Financial School 
in his coat-tail pocket, explaining the A B C of bimetallism 
to groups of farmers. A job must be found for the Boy Orator 
of the Platte which would leave him foot free and yet be 
dignified enough to supply a certain prestige. 

Providentially the Omaha World-Herald was in financial 
difficulties. The paper had been a loyal supporter of Bryan 
and had come out squarely for free silver, as well. So the 
Hon. William A. Clark and. the Hon. Marcus Daly, of Mon- 
tana, and their associated silver barons, chipped in to raise a 
pool, in the neighbourhood of ^20,000 to subsidize the World- 
Herald on the single, condition that William Jennings Bryan 
become the paper’s editor-in-chief. Accordingly, on Sep- 
tember I, 1894, while still a Member of Congress, the Hon. 
William Jennings Bryan became editor of a newspaper of 
standing by grace of the silver dollars of the Western mining 
men. 

It is not to be assumed that the Hon. William Jennings 
Bryan was in any sense bought by this procedure. Had he 
been for sale he had better offers — one of 1 10,000 a year to be 
general counsel for a railroad associated with the Standard 
Oil Co. Bryan was sorely in need of money, but he refused 
it.^^ To the World-Herald's pool Bryan’s f^ather-in-law also 
contributed $2,500 and his brother-in-law $500 and others 
among the sanguine like sums.^® Moreover, Bryan’s salary 
was only $30 a week; the chief advantage he drew from the 
arrangement was a foruim in which to present his views and 



166 THE PEERLESS LEADER 

free transportation, to be charged against advertising in the 
World-Herald. He needed both. 

For now the stage was set. When Grover Cleveland should 
quit the White House for the last time, on March 4, 1897, 
there would be no Democratic party. For Cleveland had for- 
gotten, if ever he knew, the lesson that JeiFerson and Jackson 
and Polk and Tilden had all been at some pains to master: 
that the strength of Democracy lay in a combination of 
South and West— either section without the other was im- 
potent. It was clear, then, that the man who would reform a 
shattered Democracy must do two things: he must infuse 
the new blood of the growing Populist strength of the West 
into the hardening arteries of the Democratic party, and he 
must effect this with the approval of the South. 

So far as the West was concerned, looking beyond the 
senatorial campaign of 1894, the chances of William Jennings 
Bryan to perform the operation were as good as those of 
another. But in the South he was unknown. He had two 
years, therefore, in which to make a reputation in the cradle 
of oratory below the Mason and Dixon line and at the same 
time to strike some kind of a morganatic alliance between 
Populism and Democracy. It may be doubted if an older 
hand at the political game would have undertaken such a job 
at any price. 

But Bryan, after all, had nothing to lose. There would 
always be the law if all else failed, and the Lincoln Round 
Table to address on important occasions, and his pleasant 
little library, with its hundred or so volumes purchased of 
subscription agents in sets bound in half calf, to spend the 
evenings in,^® and perhaps Congress to go back to a little 
later— he was still absurdly young. So William Jennings 
Bryan rolled up his sleeves and went at it. 

He began with Nebraska, for obvious reasons. Unless he 
bould amalgamate Populists and Democrats in his own state 
,lbe stood little chance of being able to do it elsewhere. Bryan’s 
newly organized Free Coinage League controlled the Demo- 
cratic Convention in September and Bryan was nominated 
for the Senate without opposition. But that was only half his 
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task. He would have to persuade a gathering of hide-bound, 
old-line Democrats to endorse the Hon. Silas A. Holcomb, a 
Populist, for Governor, in the hope that the Populists, 
in return, would vote for Bryan for the Senate. 

William Jennings Bryan strode to the platform radiating 
confidence. With his golden voice and his ingratiating manner 
he took possession of his hearers and by sheer force of per- 
sonality won them to his plan. What is more, he made them 
stick. For when the votes were counted Judge Holcomb was 
elected. But William Jennings Bryan ran third.* The Demo- 
crats had voted for the Populist, but the Populists had not 
voted for Bryan. It was his first serious setback. That 
December no less a person than the Hon. Lyman Trumbull 
wrote the declaration of principles of the Populist party. 
“Human brotherhood and equality of rights are cardinal 
principles of true democracy,” a limit to the amount of 
money that could be inherited, government control of rail- 
roads and all monopolies affecting the public interest, free 
coinage of silver at the ratio of 1 6 to To these principles, 
in general at least, the Hon. William Jennings Bryan made 
haste to subscribe.®^ 

Yet Bryan did not thereby become a Populist — he would 
as lief, in fact, have become a Roman Catholic. Nor did 
anything so fantastic as the formation of a separate “Silver 
party” suggest itself to Bryan’s mind.^ To his way of think- 
ing the Democratic party was the Silver party, not because 
of any ma^c inherent in silver, but because, as Bryan saw it, 
the use of both gold and silver meant more money in circula- 
tion and thus less pressure upon the farmers and the small 
business men and the workers to whom a note in the bank 
was a calamity, not an accommodation. It was of these people 
in their need that William Jennings Bryan conceived himself 
the spokesman. “The restoration of silver is only one of the 
reforms,” he declared, “ but if the Democratic party cannot 
accomplish it, it cannot accomplish the others.”**^ 

In this view of the nature of the struggle at hand Bryan 

*The vote in the Legislature stood: John M. Thurston 97; W. A. Jones 
(Populist) 18; W. J. Bryan ly.^ 
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was confirmed by his last weeks in Congress. The fight was 
over that little scheme August Belmont and Grover Cleve- 
land had so confidentially projected three years earlier— the 
floating, for the first time in the country’s history in time of 
peace, of an issue of gold bonds, through J. P. Morgan & Co. 
and the House of Rothschild. The New York W orld c.2i\\tdi 
the transaction “the most gigantic hold-up to which an 
honest and credulous President and a panic-stricken Secre- 
tary of the Treasury ever permitted a powerful government 
to be subjected.”^® Bryan was not so certain Grover Cleve- 
land was merely credulous. 

What little he understood of the whole proceeding left an 
indelible impression upon Bryan’s mind. To the fear and 
hatred of the financial East that had come down to him from 
old Silas Bryan and the close-fisted, suspicious pioneers of 
Egypt was added this concrete experience. 

This is not a contest for the supremacy of one of two metals — 
it is not a miners’ campaign [he said]. It is a fight for the control 
of the national credit. If the gold standard advocates win, this 
country will be dominated by the financial harpies of Wall Street. 

[ am trying to save the American people from that disaster — which 
vill mean the enslavement of the farmers, merchants, manu- 
'acturers and laboring classes to the most merciless and unscrupu- 
ous gang of speculators on earth — the money power. My ambition 
s to make money the servant of industry, to dethrone it from the 
alse position it has usurped as master, and this can only be done by 
lestroying the money monopoly.^® 

In short, very much what the Hon. William McKinley 
limself had said in the days of his youth and enthusiasm,^^ 
ind what Theodore Roosevelt was to say a few years later 
m slightly terser form. 

In was the emotional, not the economic, aspect of the ir- 
repressible conflict impending in 1895 that William Jennings 
Bryan understood and gave tongue to as he moved across 
the West and the South, lecturing under the auspices of and 
with his expenses covered by the Western Silver Miners’ 
Association, with headquarters at Denver.®* Precisely this 
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emotional approach made Bryan seem “little less than a 
second Messiah”^ to the eyes of humble, inarticulate folk 
journeying frequently all day and half the night to hear the 
new gospel of “equal rights to all; special privileges to 
none” presented in silver raiment. 

It is unlikely that William Jennings Bryan ever fully 
grasped the economic roots of the social disorder for which 
he sought a specific, and in default of another, accepted the 
free coinage of silver as the slogan of profounder aspirations. 
“To ‘a vast number of our people’ Coin's Financial School 
seems to be ‘a plain and simple presentation of the argument 
in favour of sound money,’” he wrote the President, in an 
open letter.®” These ingenious little pamphlets with their 
infantile illustrations contained the whole story of the 
wrongs of the farmer, the small shopkeeper, and the worker 
as they themselves understood their wrongs. They were a 
godsend to Bryan — he had no time now to read up further. 
Hundreds of thousands of copies, circulated by the silver- 
mine owners,®^ served as a textbook for Bryan’s addresses. 
His arguments were all in those pages. He was free to swing 
his audiences out of themselves in flights of almost hysterical 
emotionalism. David Houston heard Bryan at Fort Worth 
early in 1895. He wrote: 

I discovered one could drive a prairie schooner through any 
part of his argument and never scrape against a fact or a sound 
argument [he wrote]. He has impulses, mainly in the field of mor- 
als, and is constantly on the alert to get something which has been 
represented to him as a fact to support or sustain his impulses.®® 

The characterization is as apt in respect of millions of Mr. 
Houston’s countrymen as it was of William Jennings Bryan. 

Throughout 1895 the first half of 1896, Bryan travelled 

constantly, speaking unceasingly.®® His platform was a dec- 
laration, signed by some thirty Democratic Congressmen 
just prior to the end of the Fifty-third Congress, that 

the money question will be the paramount issue in 1896, and will 
so remain until it is settled by the intelligence of the American 
voters. 
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The declaration was prepared by Silver Dick Bland, but 
Bryan managed that W. J. Bryan’s should be the most 
prominent signatured^ 

At the Illinois Currency Convention this young defeated 
Congressman outshone Altgeld the eagle and Governor 
Stone of Missouri, and when he denounced Grover Cleveland 
as “the tainted instrument in the hands of concentrated 
wealth, the official head of the ‘communion of pelf’ ” who 
had “ tried to take the very political life of every David whom 
the people trusted,” one thousand and sixty-seven delegates 
cheered like insane men.® At Memphis, at Atlanta, at 
Mobile, at Savannah, throughout the South where he spoke, 
William Jennings Bryan, in his black cutaway coat, old- 
fashioned low-cut vest, string tie and soft felt hat, left behind 
him an ineradicable impression that he, too, was of the 
South, that he understood their needs and had in his pocket 
the cure for the malady from which they suffered. The 
Atlanta Constitution was lyric in his praise. He made a 
“splendid impression among Southerners,” said the Savan- 
nah Morning News. It was what he meant to do. 

For while, as with Abraham Lincoln, few knew what was 
afoot, there had been no thought in Bryan’s mind since 
his defeat for the Senate save the Presidential nomination in 
1896. The more astute of his silver-mining backers knew it, 
of course — “his connection with the World-Herald was a 
part of the campaign to secure his nomination,” says Senator 
Gilbert M. Hitchcock.® To the World-Herald Bryan sent 
back rough notes for editorials, scrawled in pencil on the 
backs of envelopes or bits of paper torn from letters, and 
Richard L. Metcalf put them in shape for publication. Every 
line looked to Bryan for President in 1896. The senatorial 
campaign was scarcely over before Jim Dahlman was writing 
Bryan that he had “begun to talk you for President, and I 
mean it.” 

But for the public at large William Jennings Bryan was 
merely a sort of crusader completely obsessed with the idea 
of the free coinage of silver, as was many another in that day. 
He might have ambitions to try again for the Senate. If so’. 
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they wished him well. But that he had an eye on the Presi- 
dency occurred to no one. The Hon. Richard Parks Bland, 
who had fought so long with such rare disinterestedness, was 
the logical man to lead the triumphant silver forces to vic- 
tory. True, friends wrote Bland warning him that another 
and a younger man was quietly at work to snatch the prize 
from him; but Silver Dick just smiled. No one could do 
that to himl And when the contesting silver delegation, 
from Nebraska, of which Bryan was a member, came 
out for Bland, Silver Dick felt safe. He would be nom- 
inated.®^ 

It was not all beer and skittles for William Jennings Bryan. 
The silver-mine owners were not overgenerous. At Denver, 
when he spoke, they made up a purse for him of ^250. 
But in El Paso the Times ran a little item to the effect 
that 

The expenses of stopping Mr. Bryan here will be paid by popular 
subscription and all who want to help can leave their contributions 
at either of the following places: Harper’s Book Store, etc.®* 

Once or twice, Bryan had to meet the cost of hiring a hall 
out of his meagre expense fund. Back in Lincoln his father- 
in-law’s house in which Bryan and his family lived was badly 
in need of a coat of paint. Thirty dollars a week did not go 
very far in support of a family of five, even with Bryan absent 
most of the time. 

Yet as the convention crept nearer and nearer, William 
Jennings Bryan felt a great exultation. He wrote Senator 
Charles S. Thomas, of Colorado, his chief financial backer: 

I don’t suppose your delegation is committed to any candidate. 
If we succeed in getting a sixteen-to-one plank in Chicago our dele- 
gation may present my name. Whether it goes further than a 
compliment will depend upon the feeling of other states. I am not 
saying this to the public, but write you this in confidence. The state 
would instruct for me, but I prefer to be a delegate, so that I can 
help to secure the right kind of a platform. 
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And in the Omaha World-Herald he wrote: 

“The Democratic party cannot serve God and Mammon; 
it cannot support plutocracy and at the same time defend 
the rights of the masses.”®® 

“There’s another gyascutus loose!” commented the New 
York Tribune. 
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“Their candidate made a gallant figure 
wherever he moved, and went up and down 
the country as no presidential candidate 
before him had ever done, to give the people 
his own striking version of the doctrines he 
preached. To the excited crowds who pressed 
about him, he seemed a sort of knight errant 
going about to redress the wrongs of a nation. 
There could be no mistaking his earnestness 
or his conviction or the deep power of the 
motives to which he appealed. His gifts were 
those of the practised orator, his qualities 
those of the genuine man of the people. His 
strong musical voice carried his message to 
the utmost limits of any throng, and rang 
in a tone which warmed men’s blood. There 
could be no doubting the forces of conviction 
which lay back of him ... the great throngs 
out-of-doors who cheered . . . with full- 
throated ardor cheered because they also 
believed/’ 

Woodrow Wilson. 
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1896 

By the middle of 1895 Hon. Grover Cleveland stood 
in precisely the position to which Professor Woodrow Wilson, 
of Princeton University, assigned him — “a man alone with- 
out a party.”^ But he was still President of the United States 
and as such exercised that autocratic power which only the 
chief executive of a democracy wields in this day and age. 
The national machinery of the Democratic party was wholly 
in his hands. Whoever would take it from the man in the 
White House must build a machinery in opposition, and build 
it nation wide. 

That -was what the Hon. William Jennings Bryan was 
about. 

It took time, energy, and money. All of these Bryan had. 
He was, of course, poor as a church mouse himself. But the 
silver-min£jowners_ were .Rpt,, sajlwt JEunda,werfe mt lacking. 
UndSr tHelmpulse of Bryan’s activity first one little group, 
then another, met, made speeches, adopted resounding reso- 
lutions and an imposing name — the American Bimetallic 
League, the National Bimetallic Union, the National Silver 
Committee, and the like — and then, swiftly they converged 
into a single broad current capable of carrying the gospel of 
silver from Montana to Maine. 

In all this portentous development, William Jennings 
Bryan played a capital part. He was, in the first place, the 
only man of any prominence so placed that he could devote 
all his time to fostering the silver movement and incidentally 
his canvass for the Presidential nomination. It was no more 
than natural that he should occasionally be mentioned as a 
possible temporary chairman for the Chicago convention,® 

175 



176 


THE PEERLESS LEADER 


to deliver the keynote speech of the 1896 campaign. What 
was astonishing was that Bryan appeared to be taken no more 
seriously for the leading rfile. 

“I have my lightning rod up, and my hearing is splendid,”® 
he said. 

Only in Nebraska was William Jennings Bryan able to 
push his ambition to the fore. But even in Nebraska Bryan 
moved stealthily. Home from his speaking tours at rare 
intervals he would eat midday dinner — Gargantuan feasts 
of fried chicken and mashed potatoes drowned in gravy — at 
the Democratic stronghold, the Paxton Hotel, in Omaha, and 
discuss with the faithful of the silver crusade just how Ne- 
braska’s Young Man Eloquent was going to be nominated 
at Chicago. Just so Abe Lincoln and Bill Herndon and 
Not man B. Judd had been wont to talk things over in the 
dingy office in Springfield the year before William Jennings 
Bryan was born.^ 

The plan hit upon at last was James C. Dahlman’s. An 
astqte politician was Dahlman, sometime Mayor of Omaha. 
Over and over again he had seen Bryan, as a minority mem- 
ber of the resolutions committee in one or the other of those 
raijcou^s political wrangles known as the conventions of 
Nebraska’s Democracy^tep to the platform and with his 
youth, his clean look, ms magnetism, and his golden voice, 
gather unto himself delegates who ten minutes before had 
not given the young man from Lincoln a thought/Nebraska, 
Dahlman argued, was only a cross section off the United 
States. What Bryan had done in Nebraska he could do in 
Chicago, said Dahlman. The Hon. J. Sterling Morton’s hand- 
picked “gold” delegates would of course be seated by 
President Cleveland’s National" Committee. But there would 
be a contesting “silver” delegation from Nebraska, and the 
Hon. William Jennings Bryan would be among them. There 
would be an appeal from the National Committee to the 
body of the Convention, and Bryan would speak. He would 
sound the silver trumpet, and the rank and file of the nation’s 
Democracy would rise to his call. 

The thing simply could not fdil. 
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So sure they were that they had barrels of Bryan buttons 
made and a hundred “Bryan for President” badges, to be 
worn by the members of the general staff who frequented the 
Paxton Hotel conferences and were on the inside of what 
was afoot. 

Meanwhile, everything depended upon the Young Man 
Eloquent, himself. The silver delegation from Nebraska 
would be morally, if not specifically, pledged to Silver Dick 
Bland — the one outstanding figure among the Democratic 
prophets of free silver. On the other hand there was also the 
Hon. Henry M. Teller, of Colorado. A Republican since the 
birth of the Republican party, but a silver man for good and 
sufficient reasons, he was prepared to split his party wide 
open on the coinage issue and join the Democrats, if need 
be, in response to the “great roar of discontent going up in 
the country to-day,” as he put it.® It might prove Napoleonic 
tactics for the Democrats to nominate a Republican to 
head their ticket. In short, a great many things might happen 
to ruin the plans of William Jennings Bryan and his backers. 
After all, who was Bryan beside such veterans of the silver 
movement as Bland and Teller? 

Who indeed? There were moments when William Jennings 
Bryan asked himself the question — moments, then and all 
his life, when Bryan was unsure of himself. Rarely did he 
make a speech of importance that he was not seized with 
nausea so that at times it was a question whether he could 
go on or not. In those early days Bryan saw himself a pot- 
ter’s vessel — any might laugh at him who would. But of the 
righteousness of the cause he championed, neither then nor 
ever did doubt creep into the mind of William Jennings 
Bryan to steal away his fervour.* 

If certain of the silver Democrats were revolving in their 
minds the advisability of nominating a silver Republican to 
lead them to victory they were well behind the Hon. Grover 
Cleveland in “party perfidy and party dishonour.” As early 
as May, 1896, the President seized upon the funeral of his 
Secretary of State as an appropirate moment to send the 
dead man’s son as a confidential emissary to the Hon. 
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Charles W. Fairbanks, preparing his keynote speech for 
the Republican National Convention. 

“Mr. Cleveland is going to bolt to your side, providing 
you give him something to bolt to,” Otto Gresham told 
Fairbanks. And Fairbanks tore up his speech and wrote an- 
other to conform to Cleveland’s demands. “I have no 
doubt that it was Grover Cleveland’s views, financial and 
political, that switched William McKinley from . . . soft 
money to hard money,” young Gresham declared.^ As the 
crowning act of his political life Grover Cleveland dictated 
that part of the Republican credo dealing with the supreme 
issue of the campaign of 1896. It was, however, Melville 
Stone, of the Associated Press, who wrote the Republican 
platform. He was the only man present who could spell 
“inviolably.”® 

That spring Bryan spoke for his friend the Hon. Champ 
Clark in Clark’s district of Missouri, and afterward Clark 
and he travelled a way together. 

“I wish I could disguise you and get you into the Chicago 
convention as a delegate from Nebraska for a quarter of an 
hour,” Bryan ruminated. 

“Why.?” said Clark. 

“To put my nomination,” Bryan answered calmly. 

“Are you a candidate?” Champ Clark asked in astonish- 
ment. From Missouri, and a Bland man, he was amazed that 
Bryan should be so frank with him. 

“Yes; and I will get the nomination,” Bryan replied. 

“How will you do that?” Clark persisted, ^redulous, 

“By the rule of elimination,” said Bryanj^^^land will not 
be nominated because it is too eaHy to nominate a candidate 
from one of the old slave stateyW have no prejudice on the 
subject, but others have.” r 

And Bryan went on to eliminate Governor Matthews of 
Indiana, Joe Blackburn of Kentucky, and Adlai E. Steven- 
son, Vice President under Cleveland, but a staunch silver 
man. When he had done with his analysis of the field no one 
was left but the Hon. William Jennings Bryan of Nebraska.* 

Bryan knew what he was talking about. His two years of 
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unremitting speech making had borne fruit. He had set 
.Qijd:Ja-¥i 4 »''ri?r 6 iOTth-aiid'he In Georgia, 

Louisiana, Mississippi, and North Carolina — ^wherever he 
had spoken — ^William Jennings Bryan was not without his 
following. “I perhaps was personally acquainted with more 
delegates than any other delegate who was mentioned as a 
candidate,” Bryan says.“ Which would be true save that 
William Jennings Bryan was not mentioned as a candidate 
by anybody but himself prior to the convention.^^ Of those 
who were. Senator Stephen M. White, of California, bluntly 
eliminated himself. 

“I am a Catholic,” he said, “and, besides, I am from the 
Pacific slope.” 

Even Silver Dick Bland was a bit uneasy. His wife was a 
Catholic, too, and there was, after all, a good deal of truth in 
what Bryan had said about a candidate from one of the 
former slave states. 

The Republicans were not so beset. But they had their 
little problems, too. There was Major William McKinley, 
Jr., the favourite son of the Protectionists, tarred from head 
to foot by the silver heresy. “ I am in favour of the use of all 
the silver produce of the United States as circulating me- 
dium,” McKinley had written in 1890. The silver-mine 
owners themselves demanded no more. McKinley, s^d the 
Nation^ “has no more idea of the laws of currency than one 
of his Negro del^ates at St. Louis will have of the higher 
mathematics.”^ 

Prospects were far from bright for President Cleveland’s 
banldng friends as the time for the national conventions ap- 
proached in June of 1896. 

William Jennings Bryan attended the Republican Conven- 
tion at St. Louis, ostenably as a rqrarter for the Omaha 
World-Herald, but in reality, he says, to foment rebellion 
in the RepubHcan ranks.^* It was a pity his mind should have 
been occupied with other matters, for, as a newspaper man, 
William Jennings Bryan might well have rejoiced at the 
dramatic scene when the Hon. Henry M. Tdler led the 
sUvw cohorts, with banners flying, as they shook the dust of 
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Plutocracy from their feet. As it was, Bryan’s emotions 
were curiously mixed. The bolt of the silver Republicans 
was epochal. If now the Democrats would only adopt a 
free silver platform at Chicago and just stick together! Out 
of what had appeared the hopeless disintegration of the 
party of Jefferson and Jackson here suddenly was rebirth. 
It seemed almost too good to be true.^^ 

Bryan’s seat was far back in the press gallery. As the silver 
men marched out of the hall Arthur Wallace Dunn was furi- 
ously scrawling bulletins at a desk in the front row. Sud- 
denly someone stepped on the paper on which he was writing. 
He looked up. It was William Jennings Bryan. He stood 
there on the desks, straight and tall, his coal-black hair 
flung back like some young Napoleon watching from the 
heights of Austerlitz the movements of the enemy before the 
battle. Below in the hall leather-lunged Republicans were 
shouting, “Go to Chicago!” . . . “Take the Democratic 
train !” to the departing silver men. There was a gleam of 
triumph in Bryan’s eye. The least smile of satisfaction flitted 
across his face.^® 

There were also, however, moments of heart-arresting sus- 
pense for the young Nebraskan. One in particular, when 
Major William McKinley, Jr., appeared to debate whether 
he could in good conscience forswear his previous record and 
safely execute a back flip onto a platform of gold. It had 
been the intention of Mark Hanna to let his candidate keep a 
foot in each camp. But a delegation drummed up by Presi- 
dent Cleveland and representing the moneyed institutions 
of the land gave the Warwick of Ohio just an hour in which 
to make up his own mind and McKinley’s as well. Hanna 
was a realist. It did not take him half that time. 

Encouraging as it was for the Democrats, the bolt led by 
Senator Teller had its sinister aspect for the Hon. William 
Jennings Bryan. It made Teller a stronger contender than 
ever for the Democratic nomination at Chicago. There was 
no time to , be lost, and Bryan lost none. When Senator 
Charles A. Towne, exultant over the developments at St. 
Louis, cried to Bryan: “We are going to Chicago to nomi- 
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nate Sena^tor Teller! You had better come and help us!” 
Bryan replied curtly: 

“I can’t do it. I am going to be nominated myself.”^® 

And to Senators Patterson and Towne and Congressman 
Hartman, coming to him as a committee to ask his support 
of Teller, Bryan drove home every argument he could think 
of against the Colorado man, with all the force he had. 

I said to them that I did not regard Senator Teller’s nomination 
as a possibility . . . and that it was easier to bring the disappointed 
Republicans over to the Democratic party than to carry the 
victorious Democrats over to the Republican party, 

recounts Bryan. There was, of course, no question whatever 
of carrying “the victorious Democrats over to the Re- 
publican party” of Mark Hanna — and none knew it better 
than William Jennings Bryan. But Teller must be disposed 
of, and that instantly. 

When I stated that I did not believe Senator Teller could be 
nominated [continued Bryan], Senator Patterson asked me who 
could be nominated, and I told him that I thought I had as good 
a chance to be nominated as anyone.^^ 

No one could charge William Jennings Bryan with having 
let mock modesty stand in the way of procuring what ad- 
vantage might accrue to his candidacy from the secession 
of the silver Republicans. But Bryan was not satisfied. 
The.Demoa^ic £latform must als o be one upon which the 
Hon. William Jennings Bry^a^guJdjSte^ He saw to that, 
too. CharijeaJ3HFo»es, of the St. Louis Post-Dispaichy was 
engaged in drawing up that historic document, and to him 
wgilL BjT?m--with^ 1 6 to. i.,fc££..§ilv gy pH nk and had it 
quietly inserted in the draught of the Chicago platform.^® 

Well content, William Jennings Bryan returned to Ne- 
braska. 

But not for long. On the eve of Bryan’s triumph, death 
stalked to the front of the stage. First, Lyman Trumbull, a 
weary old man but valiant, made his way home, undismayed. 
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“Any distinction I have gained I owe to the man who is 
buried here/’ said William Jennings Bryan at Trumbull’s 
graved® 

But Clarence Darrow knew Trumbull better. 

The socialistic trend of the venerable statesman’s opinions in his 
later years sprang from his deep sympathies with all unfortunates 
[he said]. He became convinced that the poor who toil for a living 
in this world were not getting a fair chance. His heart was with 
them.^® 

It was a point of view that found no lodgment in ^^'illiam 
Jennings Bryan’s moralistic mind.®^ 

A few days later the gaunt frame of Mariah Elizabeth 
Jennings won eternal ease at last. She had not reached her 
Biblical threescore years and ten, but the tireless engine had 
run down. All her life she toiled and scri npei and saved, 
ambition for her husband, for her children, burning like a 
glowing furnace within her. And when, after all the barren 
years, the day approached 'that might, perhaps, have been 
compensation for her starved emotionalis n, God closed her 
eyes before the curtain rose. 

“I went from her funeral to the Chicago convention,” 
said William Jennings Bryan.®® 

There was plenty to do in Chicago. The silver men were 
in overwhelming majority, but the party machinery, by 
that curious anachronism characteristic of the American 
democracy, was still' the property of the discredited man in 
the White House. A contest was both inevitable and fargical. 

It served, however, to keep the Hon. William Jennings 
Bryan occupied in getting himself seated as a delegate instead 
of free to go about the business he had come there for. 
It was heartbreaking. Time flew by, and Bryan. was, as.Jfot 
only a spectator of the drama in which he had cast himself 
in the leading r,61e. Not William Jennings Bryan, but John 
Peter Altgeld emerged from the confusion of the preliminary 
struggle the dominating figure of the convention — ^luckily 
for Bryan. John Peter Altgeld had had the misfortune to 
be born in Prussia. Altgeld was for the Hon. Richard Parks 
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Bland for President, but he was not unwilling to accept 
William Jennings Bryan for Vice President,^ 

For a moment Bryan was tempted. Silver Dick was no 
longer young and none too robust. It might be the most 
practical way. 

But William Jennings Bryan had borrowed $ioo and sent 
for Mrs. Bryan to come on from Lincoln. There she was, 
now,2* a,s in the old days in Washington she had sat in 
the gallery of the House when he was to speak. No; there 
could be no turning back. 

The plan that had looked so simple and so sure in the 
Paxton Hotel somehow did not work out, however. The 
Nebraska Boys with their red bandannas and their band 
seemed only a drop in the ocean of twenty thousand sweat- 
ing people packed into the Coliseum and as many more in the 
streets outside. The Nebraska Boys were outside, too, for 
their delegation had not yet been seated, and Bryan, who 
had hoped to be temporary chairman of the convention, or 
at the very least chairman of the Resolutions Committee, 
could not even be a delegate until the status of the contest- 
ing silver delegations was settled. It was maddening. There 
was the impatient mass of sweltering men, waiting for the 
committees to report and calling for speeches — first from 
this popular idol, then that. It would have been WiUiam 
Jennings Bryan’s chance. But he was not there. He was 
before the Credentials Committee, fighting to be seated in 
the convention at all. It seemed to Bryan that everything on 
which he had staked so much had gone wrong. With an 
access of superstition he changed his room at the Clifton 
House from Number 13. It was plainly unlucky. A Southern 
delegate gave him a rabbit’s foot. Bryan carried that, too.^ 

Then, when the Resolutions Committee disagreed ir- 
remediably over the silver plank, Bryan’s chance suddenly 
came. There were to be three speakers on each side, and 
William Jennings Bryan was to be one. Now if he could only 
manage to speak last! 

I went to Senator Tillman and asked him whether he wanted to 
open or close the debate [Bryan recounts]. He said he would like to 
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close and that he wanted fifty minutes. I told him that was too 
long for a closing speech and that I hardly thought the other side 
would agree to our using so much of the time in closing. I went 
back to Senator Hill and presented Senator Tillrnan’s request and 
he objected to it, as I supposed he would, and said that if Senator 
Tillman wanted to use so much time as that he ought to use it in 
opening. I then returned to Senator Tillman and stated the case, 
and as he, Senator Tillman, felt that he needed more time than 
Senator Gill was willing to use in closing, he decided to open the 
debate and left me to close it.^® 

It could not have been more adroitly managed. 

The debate was not till the following day, and that night 
William Jennings Bryan made him ready.^^ 

Just before the debate began there was a little Bryan 
boom, with the Nebraska boys waving their bandannas.^® 
To the spectators, it seemed a pathetic eddy in a great cur- 
rent. At the last moment, Clark Howell of the Atlanta 
Constitution scribbled on the back of an envelope: “This is a 
great opportunity,” and passed it to Bryan. Instantly 
William Jennings Bryan wrote: “You will not be disap- 
pointed,” and passed the envelope back. 

Tillman enraged the audience with his sectional appeal. 
Hill was didactic, and the crowd was against him. Vilas 
bored them. They could not hear former Governor John E. 
Russell, of Massachusetts.®® As his hour drew near Bryan 
felt sick af his stomach. He wanted to lie down, he says.®® 

I can see Hill, bald and short, with his pointed nose, and his 
badger-like ferocity, gesturing with short strokes, as if with a 
broadsword, as he predicted the disgrace and overthrow of the 
party [wrote Edgar Lee Masters]. Suddenly I saw a man spring 
up from his seat among the delegates — and with the agility and 
swiftness of a boxer hurry to the speakers’ rostrum. He was slim, 
tall, pale, raven-haired, beaked of nose. They caught at his coat, 
as he made his way, as if to bid him God-speed, for he was going 
to reply to the great Hill of New York.®^ 

As he confronted the ao,ooo yelling, cursing, shouting men 
before him, they felt at once the indescribable magnetic thrill 
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which beasts and men alike experience in the presence of a na aster 
[wrote Harry Thurston Peekl^erene and self-possessed and with 
a smile upon his lips, he faced the roaring multitude with a 
splendid consciousness of power. Before a single word had been 
uttered by him, the pandemonium fell to an inarticulate murmur, 
and when he began to speak even this was hushed to the pro- 
foundest silence. A mellow, penetrating voice that reached ap- 
parently without the slightest effort to the farthermost recesses 
of that enormous hall — 

“It "mould be presumptuous, indeed, to present myself against 
the distinguished gentleman to whom you have just listened 
if this were a mere measuring of abilities; but this is not a con- 
test between persons. The humblest citizen in all the land, when 
clad in the armour of a righteous cause, is stronger than all the 
hosts of error — ” 

Bryan began. There were those who had heard the young 
Congressman from Nebraska reply to the Hon. Bourke 
Cockran on the income tax who pricked up their ears. But 
Bryan went on, unheeding: 

“With a zeal approaching the zeal which inspired the crusad- 
ers who followed Peter the Hermit . . .” 

“He was smiling,” says Edgar Lee Masters. “A sweet 
reasonableness shone in his handsome face.”®® 

“ The man who is employed for wages is as much a business 
man as his employers; the attorney in a country town is as 
much a business man as the corporation counsel in a great 
metropolis; the merchant at the cross-roads store is as much 
a business man as the merchant of New York; the farmer who 
goes forth in the morning and toils all day — who begins in the 
Spring and toils all Summer — and who by the application of 
brain and muscle to the natural resources of the country creates 
wealth, is as much a business man as the man who goes upon 
the board of trade and bets upon the price of grain; the miners 
who go down a thousand feet into the earth, or climb two thousand 
feet upon the cliffs, and bring forth from their hiding places the 
precious metals to be poured into the channels of trade are as 
much business men as the few financial magnates who, in a 
back room, comer the money of the world. . . . 
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is for these that we speak. TV f do not come as aggressors. . . . 
We have petitioned, and our petitions have been scorned; we 
have entreated, and our entreaties have been disregarded; we 
have begged, and they have mocked when our calamity came. 
We beg no longer; we entreat no more; we petition no more. We 

defy them!” ^ 

A crssH of 3,ppl2.iisc foilowodi £ 3 ,cli scntsncc* Tnc tuniuit 

was like tha.t of a great sea thundering against the dykes, 
says Professor Peck. “This orator had met the mood to the 
very full. He had found magic words for the feeling which 
they had been unable to express.”®^ 

"Having behind us the producing masses of this nation and 
the world, supported by the commercial interests, the labouring 
interests, and the toilers everywhere, we will answer their 
demand for a gold standard by saying to them: You shall not 
press down upon the brow of labour this crown of thorns, you 
shall not crucify mankind upon a cross of gold.” 

“When I finished my speech, I went to my seat in a silence 
that was really painful,” Bryan said afterward. “When I 
neared my seat, somebody near me raised a shout, and the 
next thing I was picked up — and bedlam broke loose!”®® 

The delegates arose and inarched for an hour, shouting, weeping, 
rejoicing. They lifted this orator upon their shoulders and carried 
him as if he had been a god [wrote Edgar Lee Masters] . At last a 
man! Silver Dick must step aside as John the Baptist did of old! 

That evening William Jennings Bryan rode quietly home 
on the elevated with Millard Fillmore Dunlap and Judge 
Thompson, of Grand Island, Nebraska. 

“Aren’t you afraid that the adjournment of the convention 
will spoil your chances for the Presidency?” they asked him.®® 
But he shook his head. 

“Don’t rush things,” cautioned Bryan. “If my candidacy 
won’t keep overnight it will wilt pretty soon on a canvass.”®^ 
It did wilt. Bryan did not return to the Coliseum. He had 
done all he could. The rest was on the knees of the gods. 
From the stage of the convention Mrs. Bryan telephoned 
him the result of the balloting. 
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“ It reads a good deal like a continued story,” Bryan told 
the reporters ruefully, “where the hero is always left in a 
desperate situation at the end of each chapter.”®® 

At the close of three ballots Bland still led, but on the 
fourth ballot Bryan passed Silver Dick.®® The barrels of 
Bryan buttons were opened and the buttons distributed, 
broadcast. One man offered ^loo for a “Bryan for President” 
badge. He did not get it. . . . The Illinois delegation went into 
a huddle. “‘For God’s sake, stand by Mr. Bland!’ cried an 
Arkansas delegate, clutching the Governor by the arm. John 
Peter Altgeld’s face was white as death. . . . Men milled 
about the vast hall, some shouting: “Bryan! Bryan! William 
Jennings Bryan!” like a sort of barbaric chant. Others 
paraded bearing improvised banners on which was scrawled: 
NO CROWN OF thorns! NO CROSS OF GOLd! 

On the fifth ballot the forty-eight votes of Illinois swung 
^ram Bland to Bryan. It was aU over. . . . Mrs. Bryan stood 
on tiptoe in the presence of the reporters and kissed her 
handsome husband. ... A first wave of admirers found him 
calmly reading. A little later he went down to the barber 
shop, and there a second crowd discovered him. This time 
Bryan smiled through the lather and wept a litde over the 
news of his nomination that he had known hours before.'*^ 

But out in Lebanon, Missouri, the scene was more bucolic. 
Silver Dick Bland was not a delegate — to him there was 
something indelicate about a man being a delegate to a 
convention that might nominate him for the Presidency. He 
had refused to go.^® But when the convention adopted the 
free silver plank he and young Bryan had worked out to- 
gether, Silver Dick was certain all was well. Still, he was a 
little nervous because Allen Thurman, of Ohio, had brought 
up the fact that Mrs. Bland was a Catholic “and suggested 
that his religious connections would make him objectionable 
to many voters in the Western states.”^ So Silver Dick sent 
for the country physician and asked him to prescribe some- 
thing that would make him sleep. 

The doctor took a bottle or two of sedative out of his 
satchel and put them on the table. 
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“Do you think you will be nominated, Mr. Bland?” asked 
the doctor. 

“Yes, I am sure of it,” Mr. Bland said. “I do not want it, 
but it seems to be coming my way.” 

Just then the news came from Chicago. 

Silver Dick Bland walked over to the table and picked up 
the bottles. 

“I will not need medicine now,” he said. “I shall sleep 
all right to-night. 
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THE ENEMY’S COUNTRY 

k AM a tariff man standing on a tariff platform,” declared 
Major William McKinley, Jr., shortly after his nomination. 
“This money matter is unduly prominent. In thirty days 
you won’t hear anything about it.” 

~“In thirty days you won’t hear of anything else,” re- 
marked Judge William R. Day, of Canton, drily.^ 

The desperate aftermath of Grover Cleveland’s “ bankers’ 
panic” was at hand.* 

Never within my memory have so many people literally starved 
to death as in the past few months [said the Rev. T. De Witt Tal- 
mage]. Have you noticed in the newspapers how many men and 
women here and there have been found dead, the post-mortem 
examination stating that the cause of the death was hunger? 
There is not a day when we do not hear the crash of some great 
commercial establishment and as a consequence many people are 
thrown out of employment. Among what we considered com- 
fortable homes have come privation and close calculation and an 
economy that kills. Millions of people who say nothing about it 
are at this moment at their wits’ enff There are millions of people 
who do not want charity but want work.® 

To these millions the Silver Einight of the West came as 
the one hope of salvation. To the Rev. Thomas Dixon, Jr., 
of Virginia, and many another of like breeding and refine- 
ment, he was just “a mouthing, slobbering demagogue.”^ 
It was left to the Hon. John Hay, viewing the situation from 
a dbtance, to put his fcger on the sore spot; 

What if the Baby Demosthenes should get in with his program: 
free silver; abolition of Supreme Court; abolition of national 
banks; confiscation of railroads and tele^aphs! [he wrote Henry 
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Adams, from London]. Add to this such trifles as making Debs 
attorney-general, and you or Brooks Secretary of State!® 

The “ gold standard” was, after all, largely a curtain behind 
which were concealed all the gigantic vested interests, 
built up with such appalling rapidity under benign Republi- 
can rule since the war between the states. It was not the 
Democratic platform that frightened the successful of the 
land out of their wits,® but that Populist programme drawn 
up by the Hon. Lyman TrumbuU and including such revolu- 
tionary items as a graduated income tax and the declara- 
tion that “the government should own and operate the 
railroads in the interests of the people.”’’ 

A fortnight following his nomination by the Democrats at 
Chicago, William Jennings Bryan was chosen standard bearer 
of the embattled farmers of the People’s party, in the same 
building in which Major William McKinley, Jr., had been 
created, by grace of Grover Cleveland and Marcus Alonzo 
Hanna, the Advance Agent of Prosperity. No less a person 
than General James B. Weaver, who four years before had 
polled over a million votes for President, gave Bryan his 
blessing.® It was a memorable occasion for that body of 
citizenry whom Bryan called the Great Common People. 
But from the standpoint of getting himself elected President 
of the United States it was perhaps a mistake. 

"Wiliam Jennings Bryan did his level best to make it clear 
that the Populist platform “endorses some policies of which 
I do not approve”® and that his alliance with the People’s 
party was a sort of companionate marriage for the sole pur- 
pose of fighting out the monetary issue. But the sovereign 
voters of the United States are not addicted to reading 
party platforms, and when a man of the standing of Elihu 
Root said that Bryan was a Populist,’® why Bryan was a 
Populist — and an anarchist,” a blasphemer” and the anti- 
Christy” to boot. Marse Henry Watterson had his say, too: 

Mr. William J. Bryan has come to Kentucky, and the Kentuck- 
ians have taken his measure. He is a boy orator. He is a dishonest 
dodger. He is a daring adventurer. He is a political fakir. He is not 
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the material of which the people of the United Stats have ever 
made a President, nor is he even of the material of which any 
party has ever before made a candidate.^"^ 

Marse Henry was in error, as more mature reflection on the 
character of some of the candidates for the Presidency of the 
United States should have shown him. Bryan missed carrying 
Kentucky by just 281 votes; had there been no gold Demo- 
cratic ticket in the field, he would have carried the state 
hands down. 

In their own way the adherents of the Silver Knight of the 
West were as impassioned albeit less intemperate in the ex- 
pression of their feeling. 

It was a fanaticism like the Crusades [wrote William Allen 
White]. Indeed, the delusion that was working on the people took 
the form of religious frenzy. Sacred hymns were torn from their 
pious tunes to give place to words which deified the cause and 
made gold — and all its symbols, capital, wealth, plutocracy — diabo- 
lical . . . They sang their barbaric songs in unrhythmic jargon, with 
something of the same mad faith that inspired the martyrs going 
to the stake. Far into the night the voices rose — women’s voices, 
children’s voices, the voices of old men, of youths and of maidens, 
rose on the ebbing prairie breezes, as the crusaders of the revolu- 
tion rode home, praising the people’s will as though it were God’s 
will, and cursing wealth for its inequity, 

In the East what was lacking in emotion was more than 
compensated by the practical nature of the activities of the 
opponents of radical change. Bryan had not yet got home 
from the Chicago convention before James J. Hill^ of the 
Northern Pacific Railroad, wrote J. Pierpont Morgan: 

There is an epidemic craze among the farmers and to some ex- 
tent among those who receive wages or salaries, and people go 
about even in the cities from house to house talking upon their 
views in favor of free coinage. I take the liberty of . . . hoping that 
you will urge those who are to manage the McKinley campaign 
that they should get to work at once, . . 

A man of the financial importance of James J. Hill did not 
have to ‘'take the liberty of hoping” twice. Hill himself met 
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the Hon. Marcus Alonzo Hanna in New York in mid-August 
and introduced him to the proper people. The effect was 
magical. The Warwick of Ohio found his ambition “to go 
out and buy somebody”** realized to the full. He had begun 
by buying Major William McKinley, Jr., much as a man of 
sporting proclivities might buy a race horse, three years 
before McKinley was nominated for the Presidency. The 
doughty Major was running for Governor of Ohio at the 
time, and found himself in debt to the tune of some ? 130,000*® 
— a whacking sum, even for the defender of the “financial 
honour and prosperity of the country”®® to be owing. The 
Hon. Marcus Alonzo Hanna came to his rescue. As a result 
there was not much of anything Major William McKinley, 
Jr., would not do for his dear friend Hanna throughout the 
campaign of 1896. 

The whole setting and character of Bryan’s campaign was 
the antithesis of “the coarse and under-cover methods”®* 
of McKinley’s managers. William Jennings Bryan was not 
readily led. “He was as easy to handle as a baby — and as 
difficult,” said Jim Dahlman, of Omaha, a little ruefully, 
after the campaign was over. When the Democratic National 
Committee met to lay out their plans Mrs. Bryan came into 
the room with her husband and sat down beside him. A 
certain constraint and embarrassment were evident. Bryan 
merely swept the company with his engaging smile and an- 
nounced that Mamma would remain. 

“There will be no secrets in this campaign that Mrs. Bryan 
cannot know,” he said simply.®® 

Possibly William Jennings Bryan meant in all honesty 
that there should be no secrets in his campaign that all the 
world should not know. Things had begun a bit awkwardly, 
however, for so sweeping a programme of virtue. There was 
the fate of poor old Silver Dick Bland, and on top*of that the 
unhappy business of Tom Watson, of Georgia, idol of 
the Southern Populists. It had been agreed that if the Peoples’ 
party would endorse Bryan for President the Democratic 
National Committee would withdraw the wealthy, Down- 
East Yankee banker and shipbuilder who was Bryan’s 
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ranning mate on the Democratic ticket and substitute 
Tom Watson for Vice President.^ The People’s party did 
endorse Bryan, but the Hon. Arthur Sewall of Maine was 
not withdrawn, and there was confusion and recrimination 
and lost electoral votes in consequence.'^ The whole 
manoeuvre smacked of the sharp practice of politicians, not 
crusaders. 

Then there was the matter of campaign funds. Bryan 
was no more than nominated before the Republican press 
was announcing that he had been “ employed and carried on 
the pay roll of the Big Bonanzas for a number of years.” 
According to the Chicago Chronicle: 

A paid agent of and spokesman for the silver combine, he has 
not since his retirement from Congress had any other visible means 
of support. The richest men in the world, the proprietors of the Big 
Bonanzas, hire orators like Bryan exactly as other men hire 
fiddlers and value them as highly.^ 

All of which was only partly true. Bryan made no attempt 
to deny his connection with the silver-mine owners.^ If he 
had been paid, he had been paid starvation wages and had 
given more than value received. He had not been bought. 
He believed in Free Silver as he believed in the Bible — 
William Jennings Bryan was no McEIinley to shout for 
bimetallism until he heard his master’s voice, and then 
shout as loudly for a single gold standard.^’^ Bryan’s silver 
mining backers put up in all some $2.28,000*® or at the rate 
of three cents a vote polled by their candidate — a pathetic 
showing for “the richest men in the world.” They also paid 
for the distribution of some 125,000 copies of Coin's Financial 
SchooP'^ and called it a day. Whatever else was done in the 
campaign was done by William Jennings Bryan, alone and 
single-handed. 

It must be admitted that there was nothing niggardly 
about the bankers and business men of the East when it 
came to paying the price of maHng the country safe for a 
single gold standard. From the first of August campaign 
expenses in the stronghold of “honest money” ran “not less 
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than 125,000 a day.”*® They ran, in fact, a great deal more 
as the election neared. One hundred and eighty-five thousand 
dollars went to defeat Bryan in his home state ^1.80 for 
every Republican vote cast in Nebraska. The Democrats 
had $8,000. Bryan carried the state by 12,000 votes, 
bver a hundred million campaign documents were sent out 
from the Chicago Republican headquarters— twenty to 
every voter in the Middle West.^' The banks of the country 
were assessed one fourth of one per cent, of their capital*® 
for McKinley's benefit, and men who howled that an income 
tax was communism paid a capital levy without a murmur. 
How much passed through the pudgy hands of the Hon. 
Marcus Alonzo Hanna in those three hectic months can 
only be conjectured. But the figure probably lay somewhere 
between four and six million dollars.®* 

“The strain of universal sulFrage on the virtue of the 
country is tremendous,” said the Hon. Whitelaw Reid,®^ 
as he contributed generously to Mark Hanna's barrel. 

When William Jennings Bryan began his campaign, travel- 
ling in a dusty, crowded day coach, speaking briefly at every 
stop from the back platform, he had not the faintest con- 
ception of the extent and power of the forces he had chal- 
lenged. Had he set out to destroy the solar system he could 
not have taken on a bi^er job than with the resources he 
had at hand to captain ^he first great protest of the Ameri- 
can people against mono^ly,” as Tom Johnson defined the 
issue; “the first great struggle of the masses of our country 
against the privileged classes.’^ 

It all seemed so clear to Bryan. “There is nobody on our 
side but the people,” he said.*® What else was necessary? 
This was a democracy, was it not? 

I assert that the people of the United States . . . have sufficient 
latriotism and sufficient intelligence to sit in judgment upon 
every question which has arisen or which will arise, no matter how 
long our government may endure. The great political questions are 
in their final analysis great moral questions, and it requires no ex- 
tended experience in the handling of money to enable a man to tell 
right from wrong.®’^ 
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It was the whole creed of William Jennings Bryan, and it was, 
he felt, infallible. “Who shall save the people from them- 
selves?” he cried.®* 

He would. William Jennings Bryan would. He believed it 
without arrogance or conceit. God had raised him up for that 
very task. For that he had been born of the loins of the Hon. 
Silas Bryan, schooled by Professor Hamill in the art of voic- 
ing the thoughts of the common people, and initiated into 
the artifices of practical politics in the stews and groggeries 
of South Omaha. For that he had come clean through six 
years of politics and stood before his countrymen a good 
man, in more complete a sense than any man who had ever 
before aspired to the Presidency. It was unthinkable that 
such a one should fail. 

Yet William Jennings Bryan was a beaten man before the 
electoral canvass began. Victory was not in him or of him. 
The very speech that won his nomination in Chicago was a 
speech not of triumph but of failure. 

“The individual is but an atom,” he said. He referred to 
Peter the Hermit — but Peter the Hermit failed, too. “We 
defy them!” he cried — but one does not defy a weaker ad- 
versary. 

Bum down your cities and leave our farms, and your cities 
will spring up again as if by magic; but destroy our farms and the 
grass will grow in the streets of every city in the country [he de- 
clared]. Our ancestors, when but three millions in number, had the 
courage to declare their political independence of every other 
nation; shall we, their descendants, when we have grown to 
seventy millions, declare that we are less independent than our 
forefathers? 

Every note of the Cross of Gold speech was a note of defence, 
of question. “You shall not!” cried Bryan at Chicago. Had 
he been sure of himself and the sweep of the forces behind him 
he would have thundered: “You shall!” 

He could not. Nowhere in Vi^liam Jennings Bryan’s 
thirty-six years had the constituents of success made their 
appearance. An environment of Southern sympathizers. 
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beaten in their struggle; of poverty-stricken farmers, 
crushed in their conflict with the railroads, the boards of 
trade, the banks — the abortive career of the Hon. Silas Bryan 
as model; the baffled ambitions of Mariah Elizabeth Jen- 
nings as inspiration; the cohibited circle of women imprison- 
ing his boyhood in their suppressions as the stage-setting 
of his youth. Even back of childhood lay a long tradition 
of defeat: the Scotch-Irish immigrants, come to the New 
World because they could make no place for themselves in 
the old one, quitting the Eastern seaboard because they 
were neither shrewd enough nor strong enough to wrest the 
best holdings from the earlier arrivals. The very religious 
belief of William Jennings Bryan was a faith of submission, 
rooted in fear and founded upon acceptance of man’s un- 
worthiness.®® William Jennings Bryan was of those meek 
who may inherit but will never conquer the earth. 

Byran’s strength was in the West and the South, as had 
been Lincoln’s and Jackson’s and Jefferson’s before him. He 
had no hope of the commercial East. But he could afford to 
ignore it. With the West and the South he could win as 
Lincoln and Jackson had won; but Bryan must lose no state 
west of the Mississippi or south of the Mason and Dixon line. 
The strategy of the campaign should have been clear, and 
perhaps it was clear. But in the mind of William Jennings 
Bryan other elements of the situation were of greater im- 
sortance. 

All Bryan’s life his rule of conduct was to take his friends 
or granted and seek to make friends of his enemies.'"* This 
vas impeccable Biblical procedure, and Bryan’s world was 
jod-guided. His was an “optimism based upon factors con- 
essedly outside of human control.”^*- To the little circle 
jathered about the marble-topped table in Silas Bryan’s 
parlour the direct intervention of Di'vine Providence in 
human affairs was as fixed as the law of gra'vity, and God’s 
instrument to register His will, the Common People.^® The 
assumption that in any part of the land the popular verdict 
was foregone were an impious denial of the power of the Al- 
mighty to perform a miracle at His will. No such assumption 
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was possible to William Jennings Brjmn. In a consistent, 
albeit futile gesture, therefore, he resolved to invade “the 
enemy’s country’’^ and formally accept his nomination 'at 
Madisoii'Square Garden — “the champion of Lazarus at the 
gates of Dives. 

They were a strange caravan setting out from Nebraska to 
beleaguer the Jericho of the Money Power, like Joshua of old. 
There was William Jennings Bryan himself — “a rather en- 
gaging young man with a prominent nose, an extremely wide 
thin-lipped mouth, a smile that was almost a grin, a black 
alpaca coat, a ‘boiled’ shirt, a low collar and a ‘string’ tie, 
who talked with the utmost freedom to the newspaper men 
about himself, his political ideas,” et cetera.^ And there was 
Mamma, “not pretty, not fascinating, not especially stylish, 
not demonstrative nor flattering, but sensible, remarkably 
observant, calm and sincere.”® Her soft brown hair had a 
few silver threads in it, the newspaper men noticed.'*'^ “ Be- 
sides the newspaper correspondents our party consisted of 
Mrs. Bryan and myself,” Bryan wrote afterward. He said 
nothing of the Hon. Richard Parks Bland.® But loyal old 
Silver Dick was there, too, with no necktie and his trousers 
bagged at the knees, as usual. WTien they came to Canton 
they all went to call on Major William McKinley, Jr., to the 
vast embarrassment of the major. 

“You should have been nominated,” said McKinley 
bluntly, to Silver Dick Bland. “You were the logical can- 
didate and the strongest man your party had.”® 

Standing by, William Jennings Bryan smiled his broad, 
benign smile. He said nothing. 

It was an amaang Odyssey. If William Jennings Bryan 
hoped for miracles he also performed them. 

Never in our time was another such as he [wrote Ted Lowrie]. 
He likes it all ! The early rising, the crowded days, the bands, the 
turmoil, the shouting and applause. He doesn’t mind the queer 
food because he eats only milk toast in towns that don’t have a 
first class Presidential postmaster. He can sleep anywhere and at 
any time.®“ 
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At Valley Junction, Iowa, two or three hundred had gathered 
to meet Bryan’s train at six in the morning. Bryan was shav- 
ing, but hastily washed the lather off his face, dressed, and 
got off the train. The reporters followed, dressing on the 
station platform, to the amusement of the crowd. There was 
a procession up Main Street, headed by the Valley Junction 
Silver Cornet Band of two fifes and a drum. They stopped 
at a caf6 for breakfast, and crowds gathered to peer through 
the windows at Bryan consuming “two cavernous bowls of 
milk and toast.” 

The whole environment evidently depressed Bryan [Lowrie 
records], for he preached to his audience, scarcely talking politics 
at all. 

He would often do that. Far more than a politician seeking 
votes, William Jennings Bryan was the evangelist of a new 
hope for the helpless and disinherited. 

Over and over again, just as Bryan was crawling into his 
berth after twenty-two hours of speech making, some 
whiskered individual would poke his head between the cur- 
tains and say: 

“You know me, Mr. Bryan. I am old man Mullen’s son — J. P. 
Mullen is my name. You remember when you was up to our town 
there was a big crowd of people in the street, and I stuck my head 
out of the window and yelled, ‘Hooray for Bryan !’ and you looked 
up at me and waved your hand. I am that fellow.”® 

Nine times out of ten Bryan did remember him and could 
add little details to prove it. The baggageman on the ac- 
commodation train in which Bryan travelled would run all 
the way back to the rear platform to hear every speech. 
There was always something new in each one. Frequently 
he spoke twenty times a day; occasionally thirty Once 
half a dozen men and some “ dear old ladies in sunbonnets” 
were running alongside the cars calling for Bryan. He was 
shaving and called back that he could not come out. But 
they persisted. 
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So he stuck his head out of the window just as he was and 
shook hands with all of them. Neither he nor the people outside 
seemed to think there was anything unusual in the performance. 
It was not undignified. It was just friendly and simple, and lacking 
in all pretence.®^ 

When John Hay, who had never heard Bryan speak, wrote 
Henry Adams: 

The Boy Orator makes only one speech — but he makes it twice 
a day. There is no fiin in it. He simply reiterates the unquestionable 
truths that every man who has a clean shirt is a thief and should 
be hanged, and there is no goodness or wisdom except among the 
illiterate and criminal classes; that gold is vile; that silver is lovely 
and holy . . 

he painted an enduring picture, not of William Jennings 
Bryan, but of John Hay. 

The thermometer stood at ninety-seven in Madison Square 
Garden. The building was packed, the streets outside jam- 
med with the cavilling, egocentric, cynical inhabitants of the 
metropolis. Demosthenes and Cicero in one would not have 
satisfied them.®® They came to hear the Boy Orator, shrug 
their shoulders, and depart commenting: “Not so much!” 
So they had treated Lincoln, also. 

William Jennings Bryan had no clue to this temper in his 
audience, and none to give him one. He was uncomfortable, 
out of element, daunted, and so defiant. That power over 
vast aggregations of men and women that had come to be 
as much a part of his equipment as his voice deserted him in 
the face of this heterogeneous multitude whose mood was 
wholly captious. He was like the prince in the fairy tale, when 
the wind blew off the cap which rendered him invisible to the 
eyes of the giant. Brya,n’s_ familiar.. Biblical phrases that 
among the Western farmers brought them up shouting with 
enlJiuslasm^ fell on ears long untuned to such language. 
’Governor Stone of Mi ssouri bored the sweating crowd to 
curses^ith^^ram^lmg introduction. When the Young Man 
Eleqtignt from Nebraska at last rose to read his speech — 
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and read it badly’^— any votes he might have captured in 
New York with his youth, his golden voice and his magnetism 
were lost. William Jennings Bryan’s invasion of “the 
enemy’s country” was more like Napoleon’s invasion of 
Russia than the crusade of Peter the Hermit. 

An Englishman described Bryan in Washington, with 
impartial eye. 

With the faint blue stubble on his face, and his long, griazly 
hair, he suggests an actor to the British mind. But you could not 
mistake him for a bad actor [wrote G. W. Steevens]. No one 
listened to the first speaker. Suddenly above the .periods of the 
orator and the whistling of the wind, the band crashed out: “See 
the Conquering Hero Comes.” Instantly the whole park awoke. A 

forest of little American flags sprang up and waved furiously 

Shrieks became delirium For a moment the square figure 

stood perfectly still. Then slowly he reached out his hand like St. 
Paul in the Bible. Still very slowly he raised his arm above his 
head and made — one, two, three — in each direction of the crowd. 
Gradually silence crept over the mass of heads and then the 
orator opened his lips. . . . 

As I splashed home I saw the four-horsed carriage, with the 
nodding helmets of the mounted police, driving rapidly off with a 
yelling escort of devotees. And I saw the black, square figure turn 
from side to side, buoyant and elastic, glad and exultant over the 
popular applause.®® 

Far more the Warwick than Mark Hanna, it was Grover 
Cleveland who elected Major William McKinley, Jr. “Would 
you die for the Majah?” John Hay wrote Henry Adams. 
“Mr. Cleveland would.”®® It was Cleveland who stimulated 
the organization of a “gold” Democratic party financed out of 
the same pockets that poured forth Mark Hanna’s limitless 
treasure. “Bryan,” wrote John Hay, “ has succeeded in scaring 
the Goldbugs out of their five wits.” There were no lengths 
to which they would not go and did not go to smash the 
Silver Knight of the West and all he stood for. In Tennessee 
an attempt was made to poison Bryan.®^ 

As the month of November drew near, capitalists resorted-to- 
the very effective device of carrying large orders to manufacturers 
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on condition that these orders should be executed only in case of 
Mr. McKinley’s election. In this way notice was served on artisans 
that if they voted for Mr. Bryan they would be voting to deprive 
themselves of work [wrote Prof. Peck]. At the end of the week 
preceding the election many employers of labor in paying off their 
workmen gave them notice that they could not return to work' 
in the event of Mr. Bryan’s success.®^ 

Insurance companies intimated to Western debtors that if 
McKinley were elected, extensions of five years on mort- 
gages would be granted. The banks throughout the country 
exercised every conceivable form of pressure. . . . From the 
pulpits, Bryan and his platform were denounced in terms 
rarely heard within the four walls of the house of God.®* . . . 
Negroes were imported from the South by trainload, at ^5 
per head, to vote for McKinley — in one district with 30,000 
voting population, 48,000 votes were cast. The very grave- 
yards were robbed of the names on their tombstones to be 
enrolled as voters for an honest dollar.®^ 

“O God, keep him humble!” prayed Mrs. McKinley for 
her son.®® 

As his long, wearying journeyings ended, William Jennings 
Bryan also prayed. 

“To me the news of my defeat was a relief,” he told Louis 
Post. “Before the news came I literally and sincerely 
prayed the Lord to let this responsibility be averted; never- 
theless, not my will but Thine be done.” ' 

His prayer was answered. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

CUBA LIBRE 

We have submitted the issue to the American people, 
and their will is law,” telegraphed William Jennings Bryan to 
Major William McKinley, Jr., when the election returns were 
finally in.* 

The gentlemen of the Eastern seaboard who had contrib- 
uted so generously to Mark Hanna’s barrel certainly hoped 
so. Even in Chicago, the night of the election the principal 
bankers and merchants of the city played “Follow the 
Leader” over sofas, chairs, and tables, upstairs and down, 
in the Chicago Club, and wound up dancing in one another’s 
arms in a delirium of relief.® '' 

The celebration was premature. 

Almost the last words of Mr. Bryan before the declaration of 
the polls were to the effect that if he were beaten this time he was 
ready to begin work at once on the campaign of 1900, 

recorded the Englishman, Steevens.® 

Many a solid citizen, profoundly shocked at the methods 
by which the victory of McKinley was achieved, besought 
Bryan to go to Washington and claim the Presidency on 
the ground that the Republicans had won by fraud. But 
William Jennings Bryan had no taste for the role of a second 
Coxey. Instead he issued a trumpet call for the campaign 
of 1900: 

In the face of an enemy rejoicing in its victory, let the roll be 
:alled for the next engagement. I urge all friends of bimetallism to 
.enew their allegiance to the cause. If we are right, as I believe we 
are, we shall yet triumph.* 

Even McKinley was more than chary about touching 
the currency question, upon the basis of which, if any- 
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thing, he had been elected — it was over three years before 
he summoned courage to make gold, irrevocably and im- 
mutably, the standard money of these United States. By 
that time the discovery of gold in the Klondike and the 
perfection of the cyanide process of extracting gold from 
ore had already attended to the matter.® 

What was not settled by the election of 1896, or indeed, 
so far as .one could see, in the way of being settled, either, 
was what Bryan called “ the fight between the money power 
and the people.”® On the contrary, feeling was sharpened 
and embittered by the contemptuous ruthlessness of Mark 
Hanna. It was all very discouraging for Grover Cleveland 
and his “gold bug” friends who had sacrificed everything 
to poU some ten thousand less votes than the Prohibitionists. 
They had accomplished nothing save to make William Jen- 
nings Bryan “the undisputed leader of his party”^ — the 
last thing they wanted. As the fact of that leadership with 
all it implied of menace to the settled order of things became 
more apparent, it was borne in upon the best minds of the 
country that almost anything might be preferable to the 
fright, not to speak of the expense of the campaign of 1896 — 
even war. A party conducting a victorious war was not 
usually in peril of being turned out of power. War might, 
in the long run, be a political expedient meriting serious 
consideration. 

It was not a new idea. In the brief sixscore years of its 
existence the United States had proved to be the most belli- 
cose nation on the globe, with something like a hundred 
wars to its credit.® Not a generation had passed without its 
sanguinary conflict, and when in February, 1895, the Cubans 
again renewed their struggle for freedom from Spanish rule, 
under the very noses of the newspaper-reading public of the 
United States, the Americans were like a reformed drunkard 
at the swinging doors of a saloon on a hot summer day. 
Even President Cleveland toyed with the seductive prospect, 
and in his last annual message pointed out that between 
thirt)^ and fifty million dollars in American capital were in- 
volved in the fate of Cuba. “ It cannot be reasonably assumed 
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that the hitherto expectant attitude of the United States 
will be indefinitely maintained,” said he, with cryptic signifi- 
cance. “The United States is not a country to which peace 
is necessary.”® With that secrecy with which the Hon. Grover 
Cleveland seemed to think the business of a democracy best 
conducted, he tried to open negotiations, in the closing 
hours of his administration, for the purchase of Cuba from 
Spain, for $100,000,000.1® iVl together, it was plain that some 
sort of reckoning with Spain over Cuba was imminent before 
ever Cleveland left the Presidency— “under a greater burden 
of popular contempt than has ever been excited by a public 
man since the foundation of the government.’’^ War with 
Spain was, in fine, one of the numerous skeletons Major 
William McKinley, Jr., found in the White House closets.i® 

President McKinley was not distinguished as a politician 
albeit a decided improvement on his predecessor. But the 
H^n. Marcus Alonzo Hanna was a political realist if ever 
there was one. It did not take him two minutes to see that 
what the Republican party had to do, and do without delay, 
was to remove Willaim Jennings Bryan from public life, 
come and cost what might. If so distinguished a conservative 
as Whitelaw Reid could say of Bryan that “when a man 
polls as many votes as he has received for the Presidency, I 
suppose there must be something in him,”i® it was clearly 
time something were done about it. 

The trouble was that, despite the unequal electoral vote, 
Bryan had come perilously near being elected. Everyone who 
studied the figures, as all of Bryan’s followers did, was aware 
of it. He had received almost a million more votes than 
Grover Cleveland polled four years before, and that in spite 
of the active opposition of the President of the United States 
and the nominal leader of his party. No one in the history of 
the United States before — or indeed, since — ^had ever 
achieved anything like the personal triumph accorded Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan. “Never before had a national campaign- 
seen the Democratic party so abandoned by men of substance 
or with so slender a purse,” wrote Professor E. Benjamin 
Andrews. Yet even so, a shift of only 14,001 votes, distrib- 
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uted over five states, would have elected William Jennings 
Bryan twenty-fifth President of the United States; and while 
Major William McKinley, Jr., had given indisputable evi- 
dence of proper Presidential dignity by remaining on his 
own front porch throughout the campaign, while trainloads 
of the faithful were fetched, charges prepaid, to do him 
homage, his virile young rival had improved the occasion to 
see America first. 

Bryan had faced five million of his countrymen and 
shaken hands with most of them. They felt that they knew 
him as they had neve" known a Presidential candidate be- 
fore, and at the end of the campaign William Jennings Bryan 
had 186,000 letters and telegrams on his hands to prove how 
intimately they felt it.“ He had covered 18,009 miles and 
had delivered some 600 speeches. By and large, if any man 
knew these United States and the inhabitants thereof Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan was he. Merely wishing him out of the 
way was not going to get rid of him. 

No one appreciated this more keenly than the Republican 
leaders. They recognized that nothing short of a political 
convulsion, a cataclysm, an act of God, would rid the coun- 
try of William Jennings Bryan and all he stood for. The near- 
est thing to an act of God that the Republican leaders could 
conceive was war; providentially here was war at their very 
doors. In the event of war, of course, every citizen with polit- 
ical aspirations would have to support the government or 
suffer the fate of Daniel Webster and Henry Clay. William 
Jennings Bryan would be trapped. 

Unfortunately the Democrats too could play at that game. 
By clamouring for a crusade in the interests of civilization, a 
war without thought of conquest or aggrandizement, an 
altruistic war, a war for the benefit of humanity — in short,- a 
war — the Democrats could throw into high relief the gross 
materialism ruling Republican counsels. No ideals! Cynically 
weighing the dollars of the sugar planters and tobacco 
growers against the lives of women and children dying on the 
nation’s doorsill! Or, by the same token, in case the Adminis- 
tration should decide to go to war, they could raise an even 
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louder outcry against the fruitless sacrifice of precious 
American lives for a lot of good-for-nothing half-breeds. 

Under the circumstances it was small wonder that Presi- 
dent McKinley did not know which way to turn, or that Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan knew even less what stand to take 
toward the Cuban rebellion, Bryan’s horizons had been 
pushed back a long way since that fateful July day when, 
with ^loo in his pocket, he had invested in a ^2-a-day room 
without bath at the Clifton House, Chicago^^ two cheap 
wooden bedsteads, a plush lounge, and a few chairs^®— and 
hoped for the best. He had met a vast number of his fellow 
citizens in fourteen weeks campaigning, and captured most 
of those he met, body, boots and breeches. He had 
met Robert Treat Payne, Jr., Brooks and John Quincy 
Adams, Julian Hawthorne, James Creelman, Clarence 
Harrow, Dr. Albert Shaw, Professors John Clark Ridpath, 
E. Benjamin Andrews, and Edward A. Ross, Tom Johnson 
of Cleveland, William J. Gaynor of New York, Colonel 
Edward M. House of Texas, and a young newspaper man 
from California, recently come East, William Randolph 
Hearst. He told Boss Croker of Tammany Hall the story of 
how Governor Boyd of Nebraska, for whom Bryan had cam- 
paigned all one summer, turned to Bryan at the banquet of 
the celebration and said: “I understand you are on the pro- 
gramme. What do you do— sing or speak?” Croker slapped 
his thigh in delight and cried: “Tammany’s going to back 
that man — or else he’s going to run off with Tammany- 
Everyone who came into contact \rith Bryan found him re- 
freshing and genuine, if naive. All were eager to help him. 

They could do nothing. They could not live with William 
Jennings Bryan out in Lincoln, Nebraska, and supply the 
gaps in his knowledge of public affairs that he was now far too 
busy ever to supply himself by reading and study. They could 
not even ease this young man of the burden that pressed 
most heavily upon him at the moment the campaign ended — 
the Herculean task of paying the butcher, the baker, and 
the tax collector, and of sending his children to school. The 
silver-mine owners were through with Bryan. His engage- 
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merit with the Omaha World-Herald had been solely a means 
of securing the nomination for the Presidency. It was at an 
end. William Jennings Bryan was out of a job with a wife 
and three children to keep, 186,000 letters to answer, and the 
dignity of a Presidential candidate to maintain. The outlook 
was hardly brilliant. 

When Bryan returned to Nebraska at the close of his second 
term in Congress he brought with him the nephew of Cotter 
Bride, in whose house the Bryans lived in Washington — Dan 
Bride, fresh from the Emerald Isle. Now Dan Bride chipped 
in what savings he had and even wrote his uncle in Washing- 
ington for a loan to tide Bryan over. Philo S. Bennett, a New 
Haven grocer, had met Bryan during Bryan’s invasion of 
“the enemy’s country.” He too came to the rescue with an 
offer of $2,000. A bit here and a bit there, the emergency 
was met, not without desperate expedients. 

Mrs. Bryan worked furiously, writing a word or two on the 
corner of each letter to be answered summarizing its con- 
tents — “boy baby,” “triplets all named after W. J. B.” 
In time a dozen form letters were developed to take care of 
the bulk of the correspondence. In time, too, William Jen- 
nings Bryan’s brother Charles learned to sign Bryan’s 
name so expertly that even the banks could not tell the 
difference.^® 

Together William Jennings Bryan and his wife compiled a 
voluminous account of the campaign to which they gave the 
inspired title: The First Battle. They offered the book for 
sale by subscription at % 2 'IS ^ copy. It proved an instant 
success.^® In thousands of homes throughout the Middle 
West where previously only the Bible found lodgment this 
“weird hodgepodge of autobiography, Bryanesque philoso- 
phy and propaganda”®® was given an honoured place on the 
marble-topped centre table. The profits on the book were 
$26,000.*^ Slowly, painfully, the corner had been turned. 
Mrs. Bryan invested this, their first considerable earning, in 
government bonds — bonds that paid interest in gold. 

It was not poverty alone, however, that had William Jen- 
nings Bryan by the throat in those days of enforced readjust- 
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ment following defeat. Something more momentous threat- 
ened the very air of supreme confidence that had always been 
Bryan’s chief source of power over men. When, during the 
campaign, the press of the East had depicted him as a barn- 
storming actor and called him “assassin” and “anarchist,” 
nominated by a convention of “Satan-inspired traitors seek- 
ing to overthrow American institutions,”- Bryan merely 
smiled. He knew himself so much more essentially conserva- 
tive^ than these imitation Marie Antoinettes too newly 
arrived at wealth to admit knowledge of the needs of the 
masses. The Republican newspapers charged him with being 
a penniless arriviste who had never made a living and never 
could. Had he won, that also would have made no difference. 

But back in 1894, when he had failed of election to the 
Senate, he and Mary had stumbled into the down-at-heels 
little house in Lincoln the night that the result of the canvass 
was known, and there in the darkness of their front parlour 
she had put her arms about him and begged him to give up 
politics.^ He had not done it. He had risked everything they 
had on this fantastic try for the Presidency. He had lost. 
Now he must face the fact that by current American stand- 
ards he really was a failure. He no longer had either profession 
or trade. He could not step into a bank and borrow a nickel 
without asking some substantial citizen who had stayed at 
home and attended strictly to business to go his bond.^ 

If William Jennings Bryan would amount to anything in 
the community, or in his own eyes either, he must make 
money. It was the law of American life. “The voice of Mr. 
Bryan” might be, as a distinguished Senator said, “the com- 
mand of six million Democrats who had voted for him.”^ 
It could not command the grocer. 

In this dilemma two roads opened before William Jennings 
Bryan. He could return to the law. It would mean giving up 
politics and be a long row to hoe, and a hard one besides. 
His was not a legal mind. 

His chain of argument once completed, his theory becomes to 
him an almost sacred thing [wrote his friend Willis John Abbot]. 
If confronted by a condition which throws doubt on the theory. 
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the condition must be explained away, for the theory to him is 
the superior.^^ 

In a lawyer such inelasticity would obviously be fatal. On 
the other hand the lecture platform beckoned. 

Even as late as the ’nineties the Chautauqua circuit was 
of the very first respectability. “Distinguished foreigners, 
military heroes, great travellers and explorers, politicians 
and statesmen — all are heard at Chautauqua,” wrote Mrs. 
Bryan.^® It was true. Nothing was more characteristic of the 
America of that day. William Jennings Bryan would be 
fortunate to find a place on the Chautauqua programmes. 
“ By lecturing,” he explained, “ I am able to visit the different 
parts of the country and discuss various questions concerned 
with the government without being a burden to anyone and 
can at the same time earn a living. He was able to do a 
great deal more than that. He could, and he did, keep alive 
the personal touch he had gained during the campaign with 
millions of his fellow citizens. What he lectured on was of 
minor consequence. 

For, after all, William Jennings Bryan was his own best 
political platform. He was a “good man” whom millions 
trusted implicitly because he so patently believed what he 
preached.®® Never before in the history of the country had a 
man stood in the presence of the electorate in quite the same 
garb of righteousness as William Jennings Bryan in 1896. 
The fact that he had in himself no such belief as he inspired 
in others was his chief handicap. Human weakness, sinful- 
ness, errancy, were of his creed, ingrained. He begged his 
followers to believe in the causes he advocated. They be- 
lieved, instead, in him. 

In the East Bryan’s d6but as a lecturerer was inauspicious. 
His receipts were attached at New Haven, and only forty- 
one attended a luncheon at the Hotel Bartholdi, in New 
York. But among those forty-one were Richard Croker, 
Senator Gorman, and Henry George. At Carnegie Hall 
Bryan addressed a mere handful. “Our adversaries at first 
accused me of being in the pay of the silver-mine owners,” 
he complained. “Now they censure me for charging people to 
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hear me lecture.”*® Asked point-blank if the Silver League 
paid his bills, “Not at all,” Bryan protested. “There is 
nothing at all in those stories.”** He called on McKinley, too, 
and when the President explained that he had not yet read 
the autographed copy of The First Battle Bryan had sent him 
Bryan merely smiled. “There is no law which compels you 
to read it,” he said. 

But out in the great open spaces William Jennings Bryan 
the lecturer “proved to be one of the greatest, if not the 
greatest, success of the season.”** Men, women, and children 
flocked to hear him on bimetallism or government control 
of the Union Pacific and Central Pacific railways®* or “Our 
Immortals” or any other subject he chose. To these simple 
folk Bryan was “just one of them.”** He said what they 
thought and in precisely the way they thought it. He^ gave 
plausible verbal clothing to sentiments that were emotional, 
not reasoned — their frustrations, their discontents, their 
nebulous aspirations. William Jennings Bryan was more to 
his hearers than any of the numerous evangelists of the day, 
preaching salvation by hope. For what Bryan counselled 
was not patience but political action; what he offered was 
not an uncertain recompense after death but immediate help 
for the infirmities of them that followed him. 

With war with Spain the outstanding cloud on the political 
horizon of the country Major William McKinley, Jr., ap- 
pointed John Sherman, already in his dotage, to conduct the 
foreign relations of the United States, thus making a place for 
Mark Hanna as Sherman’s successor in the Senate. If ever 
the leader of an opposition party was presented with an op- 
portunity to attack his successful rival, this “disregard of 
common decency no less than the safety of the nation,” as 
John Hay characterized the President’s action,** furnished 
William Jennings Bryan a rare opening. He forebore. 

We want no wars of conquest; we must avoid the temptation 
of territorial aggression [McKinley declared]. War should never be 
entered upon until every agency of peace has failed.*® 

Bryan took the President at his word. 
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There were those, however, in whose ears McKinley’s 
eternal platitudes had a tinny sound, and in none more so 
than William Randolph Hearst’s. He sent Murat Halstead 
and Richard Harding Davis and Frederick Remington to 
Cuba to play up the atrocities of the Spaniard in print 
and picture. Shortly the country was aflame with hatred 
and war spirit. It may be that Hearst did not reply to 
Frederick Remington’s complaint that “There is no trouble 
here. There will be no war,” with the famous telegram: 
“please remain, you furnish the pictures and i’ll 
FURNISH THE WAR.”®® He should have. For William Randolph 
Hearst and Major William McKinley, Jr., between them, 
did furnish the war. 

Hearst’s share was the publication of a private letter from 
the Spanish Minister in Washington in which the President 
of the United States was described as “weak and a bidder 
for the admiration of the crowd, besides being a would-be 
politician who tries to leave a door open behind himself while 
keeping on good terms with the jingoes of his party. 
The characterization possessed the unforgivable quality of 
truth. When a week later, the United States battleship Maine 
was blown up in the harbour of Havana, “war,” according to 
Theodore Roosevelt, “became inevitable.”" 

To one of Theodore Roosevelt’s san^ine temperament 
war was usually inevitable. But in this instance it was noth- 
ing of the sort. On March 29, 1898, the President of the 
United States sent the Spanish government what was virtu- 
ally an ultimatum regarding Spain’s conduct of her Cuban 
affairs. Two days later General Woodford, the American 
Minister at Madrid, cabled: 

I believe the ministry are ready to go as far and as fast as they 
can and still save the dynasty here in Spain. They know that 
Cuba is lost. Public opinion in Spain has moved steadily towards 
peace." 

The door to peace stood open, McKinley hesitating as 
usual on the threshold. His own party was torn over the 
question of war or peace. “He is in danger of ruining him- 
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self and the Republican party by standing in the way of the 
people’s wishes,” was the lofty sentiment of the Hon. Russell 
A. Alger, Secretary of War. ■«'“ McKinley has no more back- 
bone than a chocolate eclair,” sneered Theodore Roosevelt." 
The moment for William Jennings Bryan to say his say, too, 
appeared to have come. 

The time for intervention has arrived. Humanity demands that 
we should act [declared Bryan]. War is a terrible thing and cannot 
be defended except as a means to an end, and yet it is sometimes 
the only means by which a necessary end can be secured. War is 
the final arbiter between nations, when reason and diplomacy are 
of no avail. 

But reason and diplomacy were still of avail. Three days 
after Bryan had given out his pronouncement. General 
Woodford cabled: 

I am sure that before next October I will get peace in Cuba, 
with justice to Cuba and protection to our great American in- 
terests.'*® 

And a week later, with a speed surprising in Spaniards, the 
Spanish government accepted in toto President McKinley’s 
terms: 

Before August first, on one of the following bases: either such 
autonomy as the insurgents may agree to accept, or recognition 
by Spain of the independence of the island, or cession of the island 
to the United States [cabled General Woodford]. I am satisfied 
that the present government is going, and is loyally ready to go, 
as fast and as far as it can.*® 

With this highly gratlf 3 dng cable in his pocket President 
McKinley the following day sent a message to Congress de- 
manding in substance that war be declared. 

A fortnight later William Jennings Bryan volunteered his 
services in the defence of his country. 
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If there was one thing that Major William McKinley, 
Jr.3 found more difficult than another it was making up his 
mind. He never did really come to any conclusion one could 
put one's finger upon about free silver. And now that war 
with Spain was at last decided^ he seemed to have no idea 
what its purpose was. 

But if the President was dark in his mind as to where the 
country was going under his leadership his truculent young 
Assistant Secretary of the Navy suffered from no such mis- 
givings. Six months before war was declared Theodore Roose- 
velt was planning for ‘^our Asiatic squadron" to ‘‘block- 
ade and, if possible, take Manila."^ And while the Senate 
of the United States was solemnly engaged in declaring to 
all the world, in respect of Cuba 

That the United States hereby disclaims any disposition or in- 
tention to exercise sovereignty, jurisdiction or control over said 
Island except for the pacification thereof and asserts its determina- 
tion, when that is accomplished, to leave the government and con- 
trol of the Island to its people,^ 

Roosevelt’s alter egOy “ Massachusetts’s sweet-scented 
‘scholar in politics,’ was writing him that 

Porto Rico is not forgotten, and we mean to have it. Unless I an: 
utterly and profoundly mistaken, the Administration is now full) 
committed to the large policy that we both desire.^ 

Henry Cabot Lodge was not apt to be utterly and pro- 
foundly mistaken in such matters. Nor was he. 

The Spanish force in Cuba was anything but formidable, 
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as even the Spaniards realized. The last batch of reinforce- 
ments sent out from Spain numbered only 16,000, most of 
them raw recruits, a large proportion boys not seventeen 
years old.”® However, it was well to be on the safe side. So 
President McKinley called for 200,000 volunteers and in 
time accumulated an army of some 275 jOOO in round num- 
bers,* or two for every Spanish soldier on the face of the 
earth. For the honour of American arms it should be recorded 
that 136,000 of these never stepped foot off their native 
soil — the Spaniards were in due season beaten in battle, not 
smothered to death by sheer numbers. 

To William Jennings Bryan the processes of war appeared 
baffling from the outset The offer of his warrior’s might was 
made in good faith. 

I believe that every citizen should support the government when 
final action is taken, whether he approves of the action or not, 

he declared.’ He at least had done so. Yet his gesture was not 
even vouchsafed the courtesy of acknowledgment Theodore 
Roosevelt, on the other hand, whose political fame rested 
on having run third in a campaign for Mayor of New 
York, was given every facility to help organize a regiment of 
“cowboy soldiers,” while Bryan, for whom six and a half 
million Americans had voted to be commander in chief of the 
Army and Navy of the United States, cooled his heels as a 
mere recruit® awaiting assignment. Indeed, Roosevelt 
throughout played his cards with striking adroitness. It 
was his war. He had worked hard to bring it about, and he 
proposed to extract the maximum advantage from it. What 
bothered him was just where hi? best chance would lie. At 
first blush it looked like a naval war, and as Assistant 
Secretary of the Navy, Roosevelt was admirably placed. 
But shortly Admiral Dewey steamed into Manila Bay and 
’skimmed the cream off the crock of naval glory. Five days 
later Theodore Roosevelt was sworn in, with impressive 
ceremonies, as a lieutenant colonel of cavalry.® Within a 
month he was on his way to Cuba, fully trained in the arts of 
war.®" 
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Elected captain of the first company of the Third Regiment 
of Nebraska’s Volunteers, Bryan declined the honour. 

“I know nothing about military matters,” he said. Quiedy 
he and the faithful Dan Bride prepared to transfer, as pri- 
vates, to the First Nebraska Volunteers, bound for the 
Philippines. 

But to thousands of loyal and patriotic Americans of the 
Middle West the shabby treatment accorded their idol was 
more monstrous than anything that had taken place in Cuba. 
With or without authorization from Washington, Governor 
Holcomb empowered Bryan to recruit a regiment,^^ and 
before one could say “Jack Robinson” a regiment was ready. 
From Newport News to Oklahoma companies offered them- 
selves, full strength and “drilling three weeks.”^® In the 
hundreds of letters pouring in upon Bryan nothing was more 
conspicuous than the blood lust of the men of God. From 
every corner of the land and every variety of pulpit the 
humble followers of the Prince of Peace attested their quali- 
fications for slaughter with imagination and enthusiasm.^ 
It was at once a revelation and a comfort to William Jennings 
Bryan. He had had his doubts on the head of the Sixth 
Commandment, but they appeared to be officially resolved. 

Universal peace cannot come until justice is enthroned through- 
out the world [he declared]. Until the right has triumphed in every 
land and love reigns in every heart, government must, as a last 
resort, appeal to force.^^ 

The millennium plainly was a long way off; and the part of 
wisdom was to get the most one could in an imperfect world. 

So far as Bryan was concerned, this was much more easily 
said than done. The Administration of Major William Mc- 
Kinley, Jr., looked with a sour eye upon his assertion that 
“history will vindicate the position taken by the United^ 
States in the war with Spain.”^® Nobody asked for Bryan’s 
approval, and no stone was left unturned to dispense with 
his cooperation. When Bryan’s regiment was ready for 
service. Secretary of War Alger cxirtly ordered the Governor 
of Nebraska to send him 600 men immediately to be used as 
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replacements — which would have shattered Colonel Bryan’s 
command overnight,'® and left him a mere recruiting ser- 
geant. Instantly Major General Joe Wheeler offered Colonel 
Bryan a place on his staff,'" and the Governor of Missouri 
tendered him by telegraph the command of a regiment of 
Missouri volunteers.'® Reluctantly the War Department 
receded, and Colonel William Jennings Bryan went to 
war.'® 

He did not, however, proceed very far along the road to 
military glory. If the Administration had been mistrustful 
regarding the political advantages which might accrue to 
Colonel Bryan from establishing beyond peradventure that 
he was not “only a patriot with his jaw,”®® its doubts were 
resolved by the triumphal progress of the Third Nebraska 
Volunteers across the country. It was like nothing so much 
as the campaign of 1896 over again — thousands fighting to 
shake the hero’s hand, eloquent words delivered from the 
back platform with appropriate military reticence, bands 
playing “El Capitan” and “There’ll be a Hot Time in the 
Old Town To-night,” mingled cheers and tears in that welter 
of emotion so dear to the American heart. 

“'The Civil War is over, never to be resurrected,” thun- 
dered the son of the late Silas Bryan. “In time of danger the 
men who wore the Gray would be as loyal as those who wore 
the Blue.”®' The ladies of NashviUe with their own lily-white 
hands prepared two thousand sandwiches, a thousand lunch 
boxes, and a thousand gallons of hot coffee for Bryan’s 1,328 
Nebraska Boys.®® 

“War is harsh,” said William Jennings Bryan. “It is at- 
tended by hardship and suffering.”®® 

In truth the army was a blind alley to Bryan. “He amassed 
innumerable experiences, but no experience,” wrote Sydney 
Brooks in after years. “He knew everything and understood 
nothing.”®* Of no phase of his life was this truer than of 
Bryan’s military service. He appeared unable to grasp that 
the sole business of a soldier is to kiU. To Bryan the function 
of a soldier was to be killed — ^he saw war a game to be won by 
sacrifice hits. 
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The essence of patriotism lies in a willingness to sacrifice for one’s 
country [he had said at Arlington Cemetery on Memorial Day 
four years before]. A life or life’s most precious blood he yielded 
up for the welfare of his fellows— this is the simple story which 
proves that it is now, and ever has been, more blessed to give 
than to receive.^ 

It was William Jennings Bryan’s concept of life: the meek 
should inherit the earth and the kingdom of heaven belong 
to the poor in spirit. The only path to any enduring glory 
led straight to the grave. Fulfilment, heroism, were in- 
separable from defeat. So he had been taught at the knee of 
Mariah Elizabeth Jennings. So he had learned among the 
women of his childhood, huddled in the shadow of a war 
from which death alone had emerged glorious. And so, too, 
in church and Sabbath school, a faith erected upon a founda- 
tion of surrender — “not as I will but as Thou wilt” — had be- 
come the prison of his spirit. His was the supreme sentimen- 
tality of his countrymen, to whom a lump in the throat 
makes the whole world kin. 

In all of this William Jennings Bryan was the antithesis of 
Theodore Roosevelt who, as Grover Cleveland had predicted, 
was having “his share of strut and sensation,”^® — ^perhaps a 
bit more than his share. Everyone, and indeed everything, 
conspired to give the young “Rough Rider” the opportunity 
of which he was so avid. Certainly never in the previous 
history even of so maffial a land as the United States had 
anyone contrived to g^ner so many foot pounds of political 
advantage out of a minimum of military service. Yet nothing 
about the conduct of the war pleased Roosevelt; he was 
prodigal with his criticisms. 

The day the Rough Riders reached Tampa, Roosevelt 
pronounced the “railroad system in the wildest confusion”®^ 
and entered in his diary: 

No words can paint the confusion. No head, a breakdown of 

both the railroad and military systems of the country. No plans; 

no staff officers; no instructions to us. . . . Worst confusion yet; no 
plans; utter confusion. 
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He wrote his sister: 

It seems to me that the people at Washington are inexcusable for 
putting us aboard ship and keeping us crowded to suIFocation on 
these transports in Tampa harbour in a semi-tropical sun.** 

Colonel Bryan had his own troubles, and under conditions 
which embraced no glory. His Nebraska Boys sickened and 
died in the fever-ridden heli-hole where he was encamped, 
near Jacksonville, Florida. 

The next war I shall certainly go if Will does [Mrs. Bryan wrote 
Dan Bride, who was Bryan’s orderly]. If Will decides to stay in 
longer, I am thinking of changing places with you. ... It seems to 
me I get more anxious all the time. . . . This is not a pleasant life 
[she added, wistfully].** 

The Administration newspapers dealt savagely with Bryan 
whatever he did.®® He, too, fell ill and straightway was ac- 
cused of “ fighting campaign fever at a good hotel” and merci- 
lessly lampooned in consequence.®^ Yet when Bryan was 
urged to applaud an editorid written by William Randolph 
Hearst attacking the Administration, he replied: 

I do not think it would be proper for me to put myself in the 
attitude of either criticizing what has been done or advising what 
should be done in regard to the ordinary conduct of the war.** 

He was, he said facetiously, suffering from “military lock- 
jaw.”®® It was a malady against which Roosevelt appeared 
to have been inoculated early in the hostilities. 

Theodore Roosevelt served 132 days®^ and within a fort- 
■inight of his demobilization was campaigning for the 
governorship of New York on the strength of his military 
record. William Jennings Bryan served 208 days, as perilous 
'from Secretary Alger’s “embalmed beef’ as from Spanish 
bullets. But the day he put off his uniform, Bryan had some- 
thing on his mind besides public office. 

For when Admiral Cervera sailed out of Santiago harbour 
“to suicide, dragging along with me those 2,000 sons of 
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Spain/’^ as he put it, he left McKinley in as bad a hole as 
the President’s worst enemy could have wished for him. 
With the destruction of Cervera’s fleet the war was over, 
and war plays curious tricks upon the minds of men. 

Forcible annexation [declared McKinley in December, 1897] 
cannot be thought of; that, by our code of morality, would be 
criminal aggression.®® 

Beyond a doubt he voiced the conviction of ninety-nine out 
of a hundred of his countrymen at the time he spoke. But 
seven months later, with the blood of an easy victory in their 
eyes, the great American public saw matters in another light, 
and what McKinley had to do was to find a pious reason to 
change his stand on the aggrandizement of the United States 
as rapidly and as completely as he had changed his stand on 
bimetallism. 

According to Richard Olney, “the Methodists of the land 
laboured with him in the line of the policy to which he seems 
inclined”®’’ — the benighted Filipinos had never been exposed 
to the civilizing doctrine of John Wesley and would be a 
fertile field for missionary cultivation. McKinley, however, 
refused to admit the intervention of any intermediaries. 

The truth is I did not want the Philippines and when they came 
to us as a gift from the gods, I did not know what to do with them 
[he explained]. I walked the floor of the White House night after 
night until midnight; and I am not ashamed to tell you, gentlemen, 
that I went down on my knees and prayed Almighty God for light 
and guidance more than one night. And one night late it came to me 
. . . that there was nothing left for us to do but take them all, and 
to educate the Filipinos, and uplift and civilize and Christianize 
them, and by God’s grace do the very best we could by them as 
our fellow-men for whom Christ also died. And then I went to bed, 
and went to sleep and slept soundly.®® 

Whether it was on this occasion that he received the 
slogan: “Shall we haul down the flag that floats over our 
dead in the Philippines?” McKinley did not reveal. 
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Bryan also prayed for guidance, and curiously enough re- 
ceived an entirely different message from on high: 

It is the voice of the serpent, not the voice of God, that bids us 
eat*® [he said] The hour of temptation has come If a con- 

test undertaken for the sake of humanity degenerates into a war of 
conquest, we shall find it difficult to meet the charge of having 
added h}q>ocrisy to greed. . . Avarice paints destiny with a 
dollar mark before it; militarism equips it with a sword. . . .^ Be 
not deceived. If we expect to maintain a colonial policy, we shall 
not find it to our advantage to educate the people . . . lest they 
learn to read the Declaration of Independence and Constitution 
of the United States and mock us for our inconsistency.'** 

As for hauling do'wn the flag, Bryan was as ready to do that 
as Zachary Taylor had been** in Mexico City. 

William Jennings Bryan felt that he cotdd see as far 
through a millstone as the next man. And when he perceived, 
even from no loftier observation point than Lincoln, Ne- 
braska, the British subjugating the Boers, the Germans 
reaching out to South America, the Russians taking posses- 
sion of Port Arthur, the French seizing Fashoda, the Japanese 
despoiling China, and now his own country about to depart 
from the ancient ways like Rehoboam, the foolish son of a 
wise father, the danger was clear and very real to him. 

, The nation [he said] is of age and it can do what it pleases; it can 
spurn the traditions of the past; it can repudiate the principles 
upon which the nation rests; it can employ force instead of reason; 
it can substitute might for right; it can conquer weaker people; 
it can exploit their lands, appropriate their property and kill their 
people; but it cannot repeal the moral law or escape the punish- 
ment decreed for the violation of human rights.*® 

On the whole Bryan had the best of the argument any way 
one looked at it. It availed him nothing. His countrymen had 
suffered so long from an inferiority complex in the presence 
of older and more patronizing nations that they hugged to 
their bosoms the opportunity to lord it over a lesser race. 
It might be true, as Bryan said, that “a republic can have 
no subjects.”*® But Republicans could. 
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That was what William Jennings Bryan saw, to the 
exclusion of everything else, in the drift of America toward 
imperialism following the Spanish-American War. He was 
the only man who did see it. Many opposed turning the 
United States into a shoddy imitation of the British Empire 
— Senators Hoar and Pettigrew, Moorfield Storey and An- 
drew Carnegie, Carl Schurz and Grover Cleveland. They 
would “save the people from themselves”; but their way 
was not the way of democracy. They would organize a com- 
pact minority in the Senate to refuse ratification of any 
treaty of peace with Spain until one could be secured that 
would keep the United States forever clear of a colonial em- 
pire. 

To Bryan this was surrender. The employment of a 
minority to effect any end, however desirable, was the begin- 
ning of tyranny, he held. How could a great question affect- 
ing the whole future of the nation be decided by a handful of 
Senators? What sort of democracy would that be? Henry 
Clay had made one adroit compromise with slavery after 
another; where did they lead? One source of authority and 
one alone could decide — the people of the United States. 

But before the question of imperialism could become a 
political issue the war would have to end. If Bryan had 
learned no other thing from his military service he had 
learned that the people of a nation at war neither think nor 
talk nor act like the people of a nation at peace. There must 
be a treaty of peace with Spain, and that speechly. If it in- 
cluded the cession of the Philippines, the Ladrones, and 
Porto Rico to the United States as colonies, possessions, 
wards, or whatever other appropriate terms might be re- 
vealed to President McKinley at midnight, so much the bet- 
ter. The issue would then be clear-cut.^^ 

So Bryan argued, to the consternation of the opponents 
of the Spanish treaty. They had counted on him and in their 
eyes he betrayed them. 

I was so incensed by his effort to induce me on the score of ex- 
pediency to change front [Senator Pettigrew said] that I finally 
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told him that he had no business in Washington on such an er- 
rand; that his stand reflected on his character and reputation as 
a man and indicated a lack of knowledge of human affairs which 
must make his friends feel that he was not a suitable person to be 
President of the United States. Despite the vigour of my state- 
ment, I doubt if Bryan understood what I was driving at.^® 

It is quite certain that Bryan did not understand what the 
opponents of the Spanish treaty were driving at, nor they 
what he was driving at, either. As Bryan saw the matter it 
was the Republican party that was seeking to fling over the 
shoulders of Major William McKinley, Jr., the imperial 
mantle of Philip of Spain. Let them take the responsibility, 
then, and he would fasten upon the Republican party the 
stigma of ruling over subject peoples as Lincoln had fastened 
the defence of slavery upon the Democratic party. 

With the fire of this lofty purpose in his eye Bryan went to 
Washington and cajoled and dragooned seventeen Democrats 
and Populists in the Senate into approving the Spanish 
treaty 

with its program of annexation, by the narrow margin of one vote, 
thus saving William McKinley from a defeat akin to that which 
befell Woodrow Wilson two decades later 

Had William Jennings Bryan read some other history of 
the United States besides Bancroft’s he might have had an 
inkling of what would happen the moment the United 
States fell heir to the Philippines and Porto Rico. For 
suddenly it was all over. “The Philippines are ours and 
American authority must be supreme throughout the archi- 
pelago,” declared McKinley.®® “Of course!” said the man 
in the street. “What is the fuss about?” 

By the time the National Democratic Convention rolled 
around, the annexation of the Philippines by the Republican 
party was about as stirring a campaign issue as the annexa- 
tion of Texas by the Democratic party half a century before. 
If ever a man had misjudged his fellow citizens, Bryan had. 

He did not know it. In a vague way Bryan had the feeling 
that the great moral question of the future of the Filipinos 
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was not going to be quite the great political question he had 
hoped. He clung to it^ however. He clung to free silver, too. 
David B. Hill put pride aside and journeyed all the way to 
Lincoln.to beseech Bryan to forswear the silver heresy, es- 
pecially now that it made no difference, anyhow. Bryan 
would not budge. 

His argument had been vindicated that want of money had been 
the cause of universal distress and more money was the remedy 
[said William M. Stewart]. When the remedy came from the 
output of gold, he should have claimed vindication of his theory. 
One of two things must be said of him — he either did not under- 
stand the money question or he was willing to deceive the 
people.®^ 

Few thought Bryan insincere. But he did desperately need 
an issue. One was presented to him in 1899, but he brushed it 
aside: 

An old man whose son had gone to the bad from the saloon took 
Bryan by the hand and in a plaintive voice inquired: 

‘'Mr. Bryan, why don’t you come out against the saloon?^’ 

Mr. Bryan’s reply was: “The saloon is a local question.”®®* 

A month before the Democrats assembled at Kansas City, 
William Jennings Bryan felt that he had to proclaim some- 
thing as the issues of tne coming electoral struggle. He did 
the best he could. 

Three questions contest for primacy — the money question, the 
trust question and imperialism [he wrote]. The issue ... is the is- 
sue between plutocracy and democracy. All the questions under 
discussion will, in their last analysis, disclose the conflict between 
the dollar and the man.®^ 

In order that there might be no mistake about this the 
management of McKinley’s campaign was again intrusted 
to the Hon. Marcus Alonzo Hanna. 
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FALTER 

Bryan is, I believe, a good deal stronger than he was three 
years ago and it looks as though it was going to be a serious struggle 
in 1900 [Roosevelt wrote Lodge a year before the election]. Around 
the State of New York I am surprised to find how many of the 
working men who w^ere with us three years ago, are now sullenly 
grumbling that McKinley is under Hannahs dictation; that Bryan 
is the only man who can control the trusts; and that the trusts are 
crushing the life out of the small man.^ 

With 39 per cent, of the male workers of the country out of 
work from four to six months a year and the average wage 
I1.29 a day — less than it had been ten years previous^ — ^it 
was small wonder that the toiling masses regarded the 
Advance Agent of Prosperity with a jaundiced eye. 

In those days after the war Bryan had other things on his 
mind for the moment. His youngest daughter was ill, and 
he wrote his old friend Governor Hogg of Texas to find him 
a place to spend the winter. It was Colonel Edward M. House 
who, with an eye to the future, found “ a home for the Bryans 
practically within the same grounds as ours,’^ he says. 
found Mrs. Bryan very amenable to advice and suggestion 
but Mr. Bryan was as wildly impracticable as ever.’^ To 
a gentleman of Colonel House’s peculiar cast of mind amen- 
ability to suggestion was the one test of intelligence. So far 
as Bryan was concerned: ^‘I believe he feels that his ideas are 
God-given and are not susceptible to the mutability of 
those of the ordinary human being, Colonel House re- 
cords. 

Others there were who knew Bryan better. To Louis Post 
and Tom Johnson, Bryan unbosomed himself at about the 
same period: 
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My friends who suppose that I have any personal ambition for 
the presidency are mistaken [he said]. I regard myself as a IMoses 
rather than an Aaron.'* 

It was well that he did. For in the campaign of 1900 there 
was no question who was captain of the good ship Democracy. 
Bryan dictated platforms, candidates, and campaign strat- 
egy — even Boss Croker of Tammany Hall backed him with 
an enthusiasm which may really have been as unfeigned as 
the exigencies of politics in the Empire State would allow. 

Yet when the electoral struggle came no one seemed very 
clear what it was all about, least of all William Jennings 
Bryan.® Millions of voters, whose sole conception of the issues 
at stake was gained from their daily papers, had not the 
vaguest idea what was meant by a “trust.” Bryan himself 
was muddy on the subject® — there had been nothing about 
“trusts” in good old Dr. Sturtevant’s Christian view of 
economics as taught at Illinois College. What Bryan needed, 
and needed badly in the campaign of 1900, was a little vol- 
ume, with pictures if possible, dealing with monopoly in the 
offhand way that Coin's Financial School had covered the 
currency question. From such a work he might have learned 
to reduce the trust question to words of one syllable for the 
consumption of the great American public. 

At first Bryan “ fairly startled the reflecting portion of the 
community” with his speech of acceptance. “It seemed for a 
moment as if the party in power would be forced to reckon 
seriously with the opposition throughout a sustained debate,” 
said Carles Francis Adams. ^ He added, however: 

The canvass deteriorated as it progressed . . . and finally de- 
generated into a mere trial of endurance between himself and the 
talking candidate on the other side.* ... A less inspiring competi- 
tion could hardly be imagined.® 

Alfred Henry Lewis, who had known Bryan since his earli- 
est days in Congress, and liked him, thought he had the 
secret. 


*RooseveIt. 
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Bryan’s error was grown of a multiplied experience of cheap 
men [he wrote]. He had met many men, but not the right men. 
Bryan for four years had met only those who came to him.® 

Bryan’s failure to meet the exigency lay in causes that 
stretched farther back. It was not so much that he had not 
met the right men in the years between 1896 and 1900 as 
that he did not know them when he met them. His standards 
of judgment, rooted in the religious atmosphere of his child- 
hood, were ethical, not practical. To Bryan a good man must 
be good for something, and a good argument convincing 
whether based on sound premises or not. McKinley might 
have, as John Hay said, “a genuine ecclesiastical face of the 
XV Century”;*® William Jennings Bryan had that kind of 
mind. 

That Bryan should turn a deaf ear to the pleadings of 
David B. Hill for "moderation in regard to the silver issue” 
in 1900** was natural enough. David B. Hill was of the crude, 
old-fashioned type of self-seeking politician whose motives 
were transparent even to Bryan. But others, devoted to 
Bryan and ail he stood for, furnished him with the economic 
not the political reasons why the discovery of new supplies 
and new methods of refining gold (fisposed of the silver 
issue forever. To Bryan at this crudal juncture, these con- 
siderations were meaningless. 

He would not consider these new gold supplies as serious factors in 
shaping monetary policy [says Professor E. A. Ross], but merely 
suggested how to parry arguments based upon them brought up 
by our opponents. He would say: “Tell them this” or “Meet 
that point this way.” 

“I saw that Mr. Bryan was no realist,” Professor Ross 
added sadly. Others saw it, too. 

He does not reason for principles [Louis Post vsTote Tom John- 
son]. When you and I see an evil, our impulse is to learn the cause 
and remove it. When Bryan sees an evil, his impulse is to invent 
some scheme for circumventing it.“ 
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More than anything else this quality endeared William Jen- 
nings Bryan to his fellow countrymen. So they also reasoned. 

Midway the campaign practically collapsed for want of 
funds.” In desperation, Bryan sent a trusted agent to the 
silver-mine owners of the West with an urgent appeal for 
help. He had been square with them. What would they do 
for him now in his hour of need? Fortunately the silver-mine 
owners were cut of other cloth than Wall Street operators. 
Senator Clark of Montana contributed ^50,000 to the cam- 
paign fund. Marcus Daly, who hated Clark, was on the oppo- 
site side of the political fence; but what were politics be- 
tween friends? He told Bryan’s agent of some $23,000 in 
bank, left over from the previous campaign, but Bryan 
could have it now if he wished. In due season Millard Fillmore 
Dunlap, Bryan’s treasurer, received a check for the amount. 
These two sums were the only contributions of consequence 
made to Bryan’s fight in 1900^®. If William Jennings Bryan 
learned no other lesson from the experience, he learned that 
the champion of the poor must depend upon the humble 
dimes and nickels of the disinherited. 

There had been something wholly admirable about the 
energy and fervour with which Bryan had stumped the 
country in 1896, doing his one-night stands in jerk- water 
towns, without complaint or pretentiousness — the Tribune 
of the People, for whom Henry George and Eugene Debs 
alike voted. This quality was gone. William Jennings Bryan 
was no longer a poor young man who had staked everything 
he had in the world on one ambitious fling at the highest 
prize. There was coming to be about him the flavour of one 
to whom politics were a trade. 

Roosevelt did his best to revive the fears of four years back 
by rattling the skeleton of free silver, which none better than 
he knew was a dead issue. “The wage earner,” he confided to 
Henry Cabot Lodge, “is no longer interested in free silver 
and cannot be frightened by the discussion of it,”“ which 
was plainly a pity. There was, he said, “no enthusiasm for us 
and there seems to be no fear of Bryan.”^’^ However, the out- 
look was not altogether bleak: “I have waded into brother 
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Bryan pretty heavily and he is be^nning to feel sore,” 
Roosevelt wrote his political mentor, in high glee. “What a 
thorough hypocrite and demagogue he is and what a small 
man!”'^ 

Edgar Lee Masters described Bryan in Chicago, escorted 
by policemen through the vast crowd which blocked Michi- 
gan Avenue: 

He was still young and there was a dramatic charm to him as he 
flapped a black silk handkerchief around his neck, sailed into the 
trusts for threatening the workers with starvation if they voted for 
him, declared he would close every trust in America if he became 
President. . . 

Hanna got considerable of a panic early in the canvass [John 
Hay wrote to General Horace Porter], but I imagine it was nothing 
but a money panic, and if, after Bryan’s letter of acceptance, the 
men who have money refuse to do anything in their own defense, 
they will deserve to be robbed of the enamel of their teeth.®“ 

They did not refuse. The horny-handed sons of toil might 
be bewildered where their interest lay, but “the men who 
have money” were not. They put up two and a half millions 
as cheerily as crickets, and glad to get off so easily. The Dem- 
ocratic party had not one fifth that amount.^^ When the 
ballots were counted William Jennings Bryan ran 100,000 
votes behind his record of 1896. He lost Populist Kansas 
and his own state into the bargain. In the agrarian West 
between the Mississippi and the Pacific, where his greatest 
strength had lain, the ranks of the faithful wavered and 
broke. It might not prove a Waterloo, but it had all the 
symptoms of a Moscow. 

Nevertheless, William Jennings Bryan still had to his credit 
some 800,000 more votes than had ever been cast for a 
Democrat for the Presidency of the United States in the 
history of the country. He was a badly beaten man: there 
were no two ways about that. But he was still the le^timate 
leader of his party, and whoever sought to oust him must 
move in the dark as a conspirator. 

For Bryan the experience was epochal. He had felt in 1894 
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that a revolution was in progress and that a man of courage 
and a certain ability to capture the hearts of his fellow men 
had only to offer himself to lead the revolution to triumph. 
He knew, now, that this was not true. The Lincoln tradition 
had betrayed him. The processes of change in a democracy 
were gradual. He must begin again, and begin at the begin- 
ning. Two things he needed — or indeed any other man who 
would essay the task that lay before William Jennings 
Bryan, after the election of 1900. He must have money. 
Twice he had been beaten by the sheer weight of dollars. 
He must now so organize his followers that they should them- 
selves contribute the costs of their own defence without 
feeling it. He must also have a sure way of reaching the six 
and a half million voters who constituted his political stock 
in trade. He must be able to tell them what he thought; but, 
far more important, he must be able to keep abreast of 
what they thought. Otherwise he was neither a Democrat 
nor a leader, for a Democrat plainly was one who found out 
what the people wanted before they were themselves con- 
scious of it, and a leader one who gave those wants appro- 
priate expression. 

The election was hardly over before Bryan was offered an 
editorial position on a Denver evening paper at $10,000 a 
year.®* But Bryan cordially disliked working for others. He 
had tried it under Gilbert Hitchcock, on the Omaha W orld- 
Herald, and even the Bryan children came to reflect his 
feeling about that job. “God is above us and the devil and 
Hitchcock below,” they would say. What Brpn wanted 
was something of his own. He had amassed a little money; 
now he risked it in the venture of a weekly newspaper. 

Intending to devote my life to the study and discussion of public 
questions, I have chosen this method because it will best accom- 
plish the purpose which I have in view. Through such a paper I 
shall be able to keep in touch with social, economic and political 
problems. The paper will at the same time, if successful, provide 
an income sufficient for my pecuniary needs, and this kind of work 
will allow me more time with my family than I have been able to 
eniov for several vears oast This announcement read wiuh engag- 
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ing candour]. The paper will be called The Commoner and will de- 
fend the principles set forth in the Kansas City platform. I shall be 
the editor and publisher. 

Bryan had no need to worry for the future. Before a stick 
had been set the books of The Commoner showed that 17,000 
had p^d $1.00 each for the new publication. The paper was, 
said Bryan in his first editorial, “to aid the common people 
in the protection of their rights, the advancement of their 
interests, and the realization of their aspirations. Dr. 
Hiram K. Jones himself could hardly have done better. 
Among the common people were included by special dis- 
pensation the “rich man who has honesdy acquired his 
wealth and is not afraid to intrust its care to laws made for 
their fellows.” Of these, however, there was never any em- 
embarrasslng number on the subscription list of The Com- 
moner. 

Bryan’s political pastorate appeared at an end. Judge, 
which in 1896 had depicted the Boy Orator of the Platte as 
an assassin and an anarchist, printed a flattering cartoon 
with the caption: 

THE END 

/ Judge: “Good-bye, Bryan! Sorry to see you go; for while we have 
differed in politics, yet as a man I hold you in great esteem. Ta-ta!” 

On Jackson Day, in Chicago, Bryan, according to the New 
York Tribune^ 

in a speech pathetic to the last degree laid down the sceptre of the 
leadership of the Democratic party and retired to private life. 
With his eyes wet with tears he declared that he had never for a 
moment . . . placed self-aggrandizement above the principles that 
he advocated. 

“I hope to God that when I die men may say of me that I was 
honest with myself and honest with the great trust that has been 
reposed in me,” he said. 

That day was the biggest day the stock market had ever 
known — for the first time in history transactions crossed the 
$2,000,000 mark.®^ 
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But William Jennings Bryan was only forty, and death was 
a long way off. Nevertheless, his abdication was not a feint. 
He felt that he had had his chance, and, besides, his eye dis- 
cerned no issue on the political horizon that held promise of 
victory. Not that he was not constantly alert to seize one, if 
it presented itself — Bryan was always looking for issues, his 
friend Millard Fillmore Dunlap says. He had need to be, for 
others were always appropriating his^ — the income tax, 
direct election of Senators, currency reform, the establish- 
ment of a Department of Labour, the building of a trans- 
isthmian canal from Atlantic to Pacific, democratic control of 
courts, a comprehensive plan to reclaim the arid lands of 
the West — and, above all, a political programme of social 
justice — “the Man against the Dollar.”^ For all of these 
William Jennings Bryan had for a while been as a voice 
crying in the wilderness. Then, one by one, what he sponsored 
became the common demand of millions. 

While Bryan was pondering these things there came to 
mind that scene two years before when the old man with a 
wayward son had pleaded so pathetically: “Mr. Bryan, why 
don’t you come out against the saloon?” It was an idea. To 
Louis Post, Bryan wrote tentatively, on April 20, 1901: 

I am in favor of the local option plan and am very glad to endorse 
the experiment. I believe that a new system should be experi- 
mented with before it is generally adopted in order that the theory 
may be tested by practice, and it is entirely in harmony with the 
idea of local self-government.*’^ 

He had Mayor Tom Johnson of Cleveland in mind for the 
Presidential nomination in 1904. “It is all right to have him 
discussed,” he wrote at the same time, “but too early to 
select candidates. I have great confidence in him.” 

Concerning his own intentions, Bryan was candpur itself. 

“I am not a candidate for any office,” he declared repeat- 
edly. “However, I would not enter into a bond never to be- 
come a candidate.”*® 

Meanwhile the world moved into the new century at 
accelerated speed. . . . The organization of the United States 
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Steel Corporation, with a capitalization of $1,403,450,000 
was announced. . . All over the land men went to work 
swinging their full dinner pails and whistling “Tell me, 
pretty maiden.” ... By an amendment to the bill appropriat- 
ing still vaster sums for the army. Congress wed Cuba to 
the United States forever in a morganatic marriage. . . . The 
Supreme Court, with Solomon-like sagacity, reached the 
decision that Porto Rico and the Philippines were not part of 
the United States, but not foreign, either,^® 

“No matter whether the Constitution follows the flag or 
not,” said Mr. Dooley, “the Supreme Court follows the 
illiction returns.” 

It was clear at last that imperialism was neither cause nor 
effect, but a symptom. . . . The flowing moustache of the 
romantic ’eighties gave way to close-clipped, businesslike 
little nail brushes on the upper lip, more appropriate to 
those who had taken up the White Man’s Burden in solemn 
earnest. . . . William Howard Taft was appointed Governor 
of the Philippines. . . . 

The manhood of America hunted and fished less and began 
to play golf, instead, or to take exercise vicariously, watching 
football games. . . . The women did their chastity into the 
impregnable armour of straight fronts, and male and female 
alike choked their emotions with high collars. . . . Rainy day 
skirts that fell to the shoe tops provoked many a sermon, and 
bicycle riding and cigarettes menaced the morals of the na- 
tion Queen Victoria died, fat and fuU of years, and Carrie 

Nation became a heroine. ... A few adventurous spirits pur- 
chased and even drove what were known as horseless car- 
riages, to the merriment of the yokels. ... A Brazilian flew 
a dirigible balloon around the Eiffel Tower, but two Ameri- 
:anR by the name of Wright, experimenting with flying 

machines, were looked upon as mildly insane Work began 

Dn the first subway in America. The New York Appellate 
Court decided that, in all probability, “ the enterprise would 
be abandoned.”®^ . . . Drs. Walter Reed, Aristides Agra- 
monte, Jesse W. Lazcar, and James Carroll announced that 
yellow fever was carried by mosquitoes,®* but no one thought 
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much of the discovery. . . . William Jennings Bryan planned 
a trip abroad to study the effete nations of the Old World®* 
. . . He purchased a complete set of Stoddard's Lectures on 
Travel Abroad in preparation. . . . 

But William Jennings Bryan lacked that dash of luck that 
played so capital a r61e in the career of Abraham Lincoln.®^ 
On September 6, 1901, McKinley was shot. If ever a man 
prayed fervently that the life of another be spared, Bryan 
prayed for McKinley’s recovery. But an inscrutable Provi- 
dence appeared to have other designs. Eight days later 
McKinley died. 

And the strenuous Theodore became twenty-sixth Presi- 
dent of the United States. 
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*^Get thee up . . . and lift up thine eyes 
westward, and northward, and southward, 
and eastward, and behold it with thine 
eyes; for thou shalt not go over this Jordan. 

*'But charge Joshua and encourage him, 
and strengthen him; for he shall go over 
before this people, and he shall cause them 
to inherit the land which thou shalt see.'' 
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1904 

It was a great pity that William Jennings Bryan could not 
have been sent to jail for a while, as Eugene Debs was. For 
Bryan had no leisure to read, study, and reflect upon the 
rapidly increasing number of subjects his followers expected 
him to pass in judgment. Even had Bryan been as omnivo- 
rous a reader as Roosevelt, it would have profited him little. 

His bookshelves [writes Prof. E. A. Ross] abounded in crank 
books presented by the authors themselves, while the great con- 
temporary authorities on economics, money, etc., were conspicu- 
ous by their absence. I doubt if Mr. Bryan ever realized that eco- 
nomics is a developing subject and that the great authorities that 
stood out when he was in college fifty years ago were being sup- 
planted by later authorities.^ 

The truth was that William Jennings Bryan did not live in 
a developing universe. Quite literally in his view “God saw 
everything that He had made, and, behold, it was very good.” 

It was not altogether Bryan’s fault that he failed to keep 
abreast of advancing knowledge. “He has had less time to 
himself than any mature man I have ever known,” said his 
friend, the Rev. Martin D. -Hardin.* It was true. There was, 
first of all. The Commoner to be got out weekly, no mean task 
in itself. Then there were hundreds of letters to answer on 
every conceivable subject. Between 1896 and 1900 Bryan’s 
correspondence cost him |2,ooo a year. There were demands 
for addresses on public occasions, lectures, Chautauquas, 
county fairs — heaven knows what all. Even when he re- 
mained at home, Bryan was besieged by a constant stream of 
callers. He would be up betimes in the mornings and hard 
at work on his mail, collarless and in his shirt sleeves, when 
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the door bell would ring. It might be anybody from a Japa- 
nese schoolboy to the president of a Baptist college. Bryan 
was a sore trial to Mother, answering the door himself, with- 
out coat or collar. But he did not care. 

Then in addition to these preoccupations, there was the 
Bryans’ new home, Fairview, to be erected on a hilltop a 
short distance from town, where he and Dan Bride lived 
together in the barn while they oversaw the building of the 
house. Bryan was as proud of his country place as ever Silas 
Bryan had been of the deer park at Salem. Already in his 
mind’s eye he could see it another Monticello to future gener- 
ations of Democrats. . . . 

In truth, William Jennings Bryan had come a long road. 
He was not boasting when he said that he could have made 
$50,000 a year at lecturing had he wished to devote himself 
entirely to it. Even now, in the five years since the disastrous 
campaign of 1896 had left him without a broad copper to 
bless himself with, Bryan had accumulated over $30,000 in 
the bank and owned bits of property here and there,® which 
he was constantly purchasing with an incurable if mistaken 
optimism.^ Only five years before, those of his fellow citizens 
who in their own eyes represented the true Americanism, 
had been contemptuous of William Jennings Bryan. He was 
not solid, well-to-do, prosperous. Their scorn with its impli- 
cation of failure, penetrated Bryan’s skin as no other animad- 
version ever did in all his life. 

Yet to Bryan, as to the majority of his countrymen, wealth 
of itself was not as yet significant. The captains and kings 
of the New World — the Jay Goulds, the Vanderbilts, the 
James J. Hills, the Collis P. Huntingtons, the Harrimans, 
the J. P. Morgans — ^were not eminent because they had 
amassed great fortunes, but because they had fought a 
winning fight. Success, not mere security, was the Ameri- 
can ideal. 

In the humbler ranks of those who had thus succeeded, 
Bryan felt that he had taken his place. He had not, it is true, 
been elected President of the United States. But he had won 
acknowledged leadership. If George M. Pullman and An- 
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drew Carnegie were captains of industry, what was William 
Jennings Bryan, under whose political banner both had been 
content to serve as privates? Did Bryan not create his own 
income? Was he not indifferent to his capital, as they were? 
Rarely did Bryan know how much he was worth, or care. 
More: did not Bryan dispose of resources that the successful 
of the world could never command in democratic America — 
the devotion of millions of men and women? Those who 
measured their power by their money must buy their political 
representatives — their lawmakers, their judges, their lobby- 
ists — ^low-grade human ore at best. But the struts of Bryan’s 
power were of pure metal, tempered in the fire of faith. 

It vexed Bryan that the financial and industrial leaders of 
the East persisted in ignoring this, that they still held him in 
light esteem. His feeling was not personal. But to Bryan’s 
mind indifference to the expressed will of a compact and uni- 
fied group of six and a half million voters was a denial of the 
very principle of democracy. The son of Silas Bryan could 
tolerate nothing of the sort. 

Beware of the radicals who come after us [he warned]; the men 
who will not be content to stop the wrong, but who will demand 
that you go back and restore the wrong.® 

It was perhaps this feeling of bafflement more than any- 
thing else that nurtured the friendship of Bryan and Philo 
Sherman Bennett, the New Haven wholesale grocer. Bennett 
was no Wall Street magnate; he was not even a millionaire. 
But he was the nearest to it that Bryan knew in any intimate 
way. He had come to Bryan’s rescue, financially, in 1896, 
and on several occasions since. He had underwritten the 
launching of The Commoner and taken chaig^e of Bryan’s 
investments for him. A vague, kindly old man, was Philo 
Sherman Bennett, self-made, with sentimental ideas of bene- 
fiting mankind with his modest fortune of ^300,000. He looked 
upon Bryan as a sort of Joshua, ready to bid economic laws 
stand still if only he were President of the United States. 

They talked together frequently of what a real philanthro- 
pist might do toward remaking the world in a spirit of human 
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brotherhood. It was a new angle of vision for William Jen- 
nings Bryan. From childhood, he had know'n tw'o methods by 
which the world might be made better, and only two: religion 
and politics. He had had both of his father, together with a 
certain almost superstitious faith in the efficacy of Christian 
education. Consulted by Bennett as to how the grocer might 
accomplish the most with his money, it seemed to Bryan that 
some form of political education should be the solution. So 
he suggested prizes for essays on the science of government 
to be established in various colleges.® The prizes should not, 
of course, be so large as to turn the footsteps of the young 
men winning them into the paths of Plutocracy — the annual 
interest on ^400 would be about right, Bryan thought. Then, 
too, there were deserving poor boys and poor girls to be sent 
to sound Christian institutions of learning. That would be 
another novel way of bettering the world. 

With all of this Philo Sherman Bennett heartily agreed. 
But in Bennett’s conception and perhaps in Bryan’s, too, the 
one outstanding factor in the political education of the Amer- 
ican people was William Jennings Bryan. He preached the 
true faith day in and day out to more people than any other 
single individual had ever reached. He had dedicated his life 
to that particular work and to no other. He did not at the 
moment need money, but he had before and he might again. 
To what better use could one who regarded Bryan as a 
political Messiah put his money than to endow the Peer- 
less Leader with, say, ^50,000? 

There was one practical difficulty. It had not been so long 
since $50,000 would have seemed a very great deal of money 
to Bryan. It would still seem a very great deal of money to 
thousands of his followers, however familiar they might be 
with St. Paul’s Epistle to Timothy- There was, of course, 
no earthly reason why Bennett should not leave Bryan 
$50,000 in his will — or even $100,000 if he liked. He had it. 
No one would be robbed. Mrs. Bennett was old enough to be 
Bryan’s mother. With the $100,000 left her she could live the 
remainder of her days in luxury. It was, after aU, Bennett’s 
own money. On the other hand, there were excellent reasons 
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of expediency why the bequest should remain confidential. 

In the spring of 1900 in Bryan’s den in the little house in 
Lincoln, Philo Sherman Bennett and Mr. and Mrs. Bryan 
drew up a will. $10, coo went to Bryan to establish prizes 
“for the best essay on free government.”^ ^10,000 more went 
to Bryan for the education of poor boys and a like sum to 
Mrs. Bryan for the education of poor girls. $1,500 was set 
aside to turn Bryan’s birthplace in Salem, Illinois, into a 
memorial library. And $50,000 was bequeathed to Grace 
Imogene Bennett in trust, for a purpose set forth in a sealed 
letter to be found with the will. The letter provided that 
$50,000 should go to William Jennings Bryan, who was to be 
the executor of the will. The will would be public, but the 
letter would not. Bryan would receive his $50,000 and no one 
but Mrs. Bennett be any the wiser. Mrs. Bryan typed the 
document, and Philo Sherman Bennett paid Bryan a fee of 
$300 for drawing his will and departed, well content. Of the 
terms of her husband’s will Mrs. Bennett knew nothing until 
after his death.® 

On August 10, 1903, Philo Sherman Bennett was killed 
in an accident; but his will was not immediately presented 
for probate. Bryan had other troubles on his hands. On 
October third, his eldest daughter, barely eighteen and still 
in college, was married to an artist almost her father’s age 
whom Bryan had fetched to Fairview to paint his portrait.® 
Mrs. Bryan flatly refused to come downstairs to attend the 
ceremony .“ Bryan, grim faced, saw it through before he left 
for New Haven to file Bennett’s will 

At New Haven more trouble awaited him. For there were 
unhappily other bequests in Bennett’s will besides those to 
the dead man’s family and to Bryan and Mrs. Bryan. One 
in particular had seemed innocuous enough to Bryan at the 
time he drew the will — his min3Jiad been upon the matters he 
and Bennett had talked over in a spirit of altruism to which 
such mundane things as “other women” were foreign. The 
provision was not innocuous, however, to Mrs. Bennett. 
When she found that her late lamented husband had left 
$20,000 to a lady at whose home Bennett had been ac- 
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customed to live when on business trips to New York, she 
took the whole will to court, and the fat was in the fire. 

Everything that Bryan had hoped would be privily ar- 
ranged became a seven days’ wonder. The very method 
Bryan had chosen to avoid publicity suddenly developed into 
a mystery, titillating the curiosity of a sensation-seeking 
public. The newspapers were full of the case. Yet it was 
characteristic of William Jennings Bryan that throughout the 
hearings he never once referred by word or innuendo to the 
real cause of Mrs. Bennett’s action. He would not concede 
that there was or could be any question of the purity of 
Bennett’s motive in leaving $20,000 to Mrs. Foster, He set 
his jaw and fought the case in the Connecticut Supreme 
Court, less to establish his right to his own legacy than to 
prove that his friend and benefactor’s will included no pro- 
vision that should not have been there in all propriety. And 
in this he was sustained, albeit he was denied the $50,000 
Bennett had left him. 

Bryan’s experience with the Bennett will worked him both 
damage and benefit. Unquestionably it injured him politi- 
cally, precisely as he had foreseen it would if Bennett’s 
bequest became known. Skeptics laughed in ribald joy at 
the spectacle of the apostle of the disinherited fighting 
doggedly for a dead grocer’s $50,000. Others who had made 
the painful sacrifices of the poor in Bryan’s support in 1896 
and 1900 were shocked and wounded. Bryan did not make a 
good witness for himself in court, and there were those who 
winced to see the Tribune of the People compelled to go back 
and correct testimony which had been misleading. Millions 
who had felt that William Jennings Bryan’s strength was 
as the strength of ten because his heart was pure, were not 
so sure, now. 

The experience came at a moment when Bryan was sorely 
in need of revelation of himself to himself. He had been un- 
believably naive in the matter of Philo Bennett’s wiE. The 
tendency was undoubtedly growing upon him to see things 
as he saw them and to ignore every other possible angle of 
vision. The contacts he had made in his two campaigns, the 
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unaccustomed environments into which he found himself 
projected, the supersession of the early, simpler Populist 
programme by national and international issues involving 
intricate economic factors and knowledge of foreign affairs, 
revealed serious gaps in Bryan’s equipment. Even Lincoln, 
Nebraska, was no longer the bucolic town to which the 
Bryans had moved fifteen years previous, because Jackson- 
ville was too sophisticated for one bred in the constricted 
atmosphere of Egypt. Lincoln was acquiring the same aca- 
demic tone.^^ But Bryan was not. True, the Round Table of 
Lincoln confined its intellectual activities to current events 
while the Plato Club of Jacksonville had been somewhat more 
catholic, perhaps even diffuse, in its field. But then, the 
Bryans had never been comfortably at home in the rare 
atmosphere of the Plato Club, either. In Lincoln no less 
than Jacksonville, or for that matter the whole Middle West, 
the touchstone of culture was travel and the accepted 
method of acquiring knowledge was to listen to someone 
talk. 

So William Jennings Bryan decided to broaden his horizon 
by travel. 

He went to Cuba first. To his wife the perils and potential 
heroism of Colonel Bryan’s service as a soldier always re- 
mained a sharper memory than any other.“ “ I am feeling very 
uneasy about Havana,” she wrote while the war was still in 
progress. “Take plenty of quinine and keep well.”^® Now 
Bryan visited Havana in safety, and in triumph. — He went 
to Mexico, too. . . . These were but preliminaries. It was 
William Randolph Hearst who made the great adventure of 
the European tour possible. Bryan was to write a series of 
ardcles for Hearst’s paper that would pay his expenses and 
more besides. The moment the Bennett will case was out of 
the way, Bryan, Stoddard in hand, sailed for foreign parts. 

The trip was momentous. Bryan covered Ireland, England, 
Holland, Germany, France, Italy, Switzerland, and even far- 
away, inaccessible Russia, and was back under the skirts of 
the Statue bf Liberty in nine weeks. He asked hvindreds of 
peoide, from Pope to peasant, questions whose answers 
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were set down in black and white in the pages of the Encyclo- 
pedia Britannka. He gathered voluminous notes on the 
length, breadth, and thickness of the ship on which he sailed, 
how many first, second, and third class passengers it carried 
(not forgetting the crew), and how much each paid, all of 
which he incorporated in his articles for Hearst, printed in 
The Commoner later, and published in a book, besides. . . . 
He talked to the Czar of all the Russias about free speech. 
The Czar found the topic a bit quaint. No one had ever ham- 
pered his freedom of speech. Bryan also felicitated Nikolai 
Alexandrovich on the establishment of the International 
Court of Arbitration at The Hague. The idea of substituting 
“ the reign of reason for the rule of brute force, as he ex- 
pressed it,^^ struck a responsive chord [in the heart of the 
Nebraskan. 

He was delighted to find the newly elected Pope Pius X a 
gentle old man— Bryan was sure that “heart characteristics 
will dominate the present Pontiff's course,” he wrote.^® It 
was the heart characteristics in those he met that appealed 
most to William Jennings Bryan. Naturally, therefore, his 
visit to “Tolstoy, the Apostle of Love, "“was his most satis- 
fying experience. 

My object in visiting him was [he wrote] to see the man and as- 
certain if I could, from personal contact, the secret of the tremen- 
dous influence he exerted upon the thought of the world. 1 am 
satisfied that, notwithstanding his great intellect, his colossal 
strength lies in his heart more than in his mind. . . . Love is the 
dominant note in Count Tolstoy’s philosophy. ... It is his shield 
and sword. He is a deeply religious man.^’’ 

Bryan was not altogether clear, however, just what Tol- 
stoy’s religion was; so he asked, Tolstoy gently suggested 
that Bryan read his book on the subject. 

Tolstoy’s career shows how despotic is the sway of the heart 
and how, after all, it rules the world [wrote Bryan]. For while 
his literary achievements have been admired, the influence which 
they exert is as nothing compared with the influence exerted by 
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his philosophy ... his simple presenting of the doctrine of love, 
exemplified in his life as clearly as it is expressed by his pen.^® 

Bryan did not appear to be familiar with Tolstoy’s simple 
presenting of the doctrine of love in the pages of ^ma Kare- 
nina. 

The Russian was astounded and bewildered by the Amer- 
ican’s outlook on life. 

“Bryan certainly does talk a lot,” he commented drily. 
Tolstoy could not understand why anyone should travel 
seven thousand miles to ask him how many peasants in 
Yasnaya Polyana owned their own land and what proportion 
of them could read and write. He referred his visitor to the 
Russian Year Book. 

In Moscow, Bryan was favourably impressed by the fact 
that most of the pictures in the art gallery were “ devoted to 
home scenes and historic events.” “In this gallery thenude®® 
in art is noticeable by its absence,” he added with approval. 
In Switzerland, a nutcracker in the shape of a head of Presi- 
dent Roosevelt gave Bryan a thrill of national pride.®^ 

The German scheme of state ownership of public utilities 
arrested Bryan’s attention at once. Here might be an issue 
for the Democracy of America. In The Commoner he launched 
tentatively, the idea of state ownership as distinguished 
from existing and inadequate Federal control, and from the 
possibility of nationalization which appeared to be con- 
stantly drawing nearer in the United States.®® The idea was 
not new to The Commoner's Populist subscribers, and as the 
paper had few readers in Wall Street it created no stir at all. 

When William Jennings Bryan returned to the United 
States he returned in triumph. Charles F. Murphy, newly 
chosen head of Tammany Hall, Congressman William Ran- 
dolph Hearst, Edward M. Shepard, Henry George, Bourke 
Cockran, Henry B. Maurer, and even James B. Weaver, once 
the idol of the Populists, were on hand to do him honour. 
None better than Bryan, however, knew how much of that 
was Up service. The Democratic party machinery was in the 
hands of Bryan’s old enemy, David B. Hill, and August 
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Belmont, the seducer of Grover Cleveland from the path 
of Democratic virtue, dictated its policies. Between these 
and Theodore Roosevelt, Bryan was inclined to prefer 
Roosevelt, and expressed freely his approval of the Presi- 
dent’s progressiveness. If Biy’an felt that the doughty Colonel 
had borrowed gluttonously from his own programme, he made 
no point of it. What Bryan did not approve in Roosevelt 
was the “ taking” of Panama, of which the President seemed 
so inordinately proud, and the swaggering militarism which 
Roosevelt appeared to share with numerous great men of 
history, compelled to compensate for inadequate physical 
endowments by an exaggerated truculence. Bryan was big 
enough himself not to have to carry a Big Stick. 

Mark Hanna was dead. Even Boss Croker of Tammany 
Hail had departed this political life. The politics of the 
country had fallen upon evil times. Save Bryan and Roose- 
velt, there were no giants in those days. As the time for the 
national conventions approached, it was clear that Roosevelt 
was his own candidate, while what Democratic Presidential 
timber there was would hardly make respectable saplings. 
Everywhere the cry among those who had appointed them- 
selves to reorganize the Democratic party after its two de- 
feats was not “Elect a Democrat President!” but “Bury 
Bryan!” 

It was easier said than done. 

He dies hard [complained Leslie's Weekly], for he realizes that the 
moment he drops out of sight his free advertising in the newspapers, 
which has given him a handsome fortune, will cease, and then he 
must go to work like any other man, to make his money with his 
wits and give his jaw a rest.®* 

Not without malice, Bryan reproduced this editorial in 
The Commoner. Such things disturbed him little. He went 
diligently about the business of saving what he could of the 
Kansas City platform which embodied his articles of faith. 
Bryan was interested in measures, not candidates; it was to 
the standard of William Randolph Hearst that the dis- 
inherited flocked in 1904, as they had to Bryan in 1896. To 
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the hosts of Hearst, many former Populists and more still of 
that growing class of industrial workers, deprived of the ad- 
vantage of being brought up in the gentlemanly tradition 
of American party politics,®^ Bryan, with his eternal political 
amenities and his insistence on party regularity, w'as as con- 
servative as Alton B. Parker, more conservative than Roose- 
velt.^ Nevertheless, Bryan raised no objection to his closest 
henchman, Millard Fillmore Dunlap, becoming Hearst’s 
political manager in Illinois. 

Hearst swept Illinois and suddenly the old line politicians 
were beset by a horrid vision of another Chicago convention, 
with the Illinois delegation starting a stampede to Hearst. 
Something had to be done about it. So John P. Hopkins and 
Roger Sullivan, twin bosses of Chicago, promptly black- 
jacked a hand-picked set of Parker delegates through the 
state convention and sat back content that a glorious victory 
had been won by the more practical forces of Democracy. 
Even Hearst abandoned the unequal fight.^ 

But Millard Fillmore Dunlap called upon Bryan for help, 
and Bryan came. 

He had no faith in Hearst or anything Hearst stood for. His 
best friends pleaded with him to reserve himself for a fight 
on the platform, and let the matter of the Hearst delegates 
go; they pointed out that Hearst himself had given up. 

We do not know whether there will be a chance to fight on the 
platform [Bryan replied], and we have made it a rule through life 
to do the thing that seems the right thing to do at the time, and 
this is the right thing. 

“No greater fight, single-handed, was ever made than the 
one he made at the St. Louis convention of 1904,” wrote 
Charles Willis Thompson. “He was all alone and so he could 
not miss a single fight; there was no lieutenant to whom to 
turn the job over. He flashed from one room, where a fight 
had been just completed, to another, there to carry on the 
next one.”^ In the same hall where, eight years before, Bryan 
had seen McKinley nominated. 
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... on the eighth anniversary of his Cross of Gold speech, he 
appeared in the huge amphitheatre with its hot, restless, jostling 
crowd, that was causing all kinds of confusion and disorder . . . 
a mighty greeting like the simultaneous fire of a thousand guns 
made the air tremble and vibrate with the electricity of human 
feeling ... On Bryan’s face was a handsome smile, in his full, 
dark eyes was a look of joy and triumph. No one else had been 
able to do anything with this mighty mob [wrote Louis Post]. 
Then the hero raised his hand. The vast volume of discordant 
sound died away like the sudden stoppage of all the machinery of 

a great factory When Bryan lifted his matchless voice, a thrill 

of delight went through the audience.^® 

Bryan lost his battle for the Hearst delegates, but he left an 
uncomfortable feeling with those in control of the convention 
that the reports of his political demise had been greatly 
exaggerated. In fact, Bryan was just beginning to fight. For 
sixteen hours, alone and single-handed, he held the committee 
drafting the platform at bay until he won every point — the 
Democracy of the nation would make no sacrifice to the god 
of gold. . . . Bryan was staggering with fatigue and illness.®® 
His physician ordered him to bed. But William Jennings 
Bryan had not finished his job. 

Under the strain of this titanic struggle the convention be- 
came a bedlam. Champ Clark, the chairman, could do nothing 
with the crowd;®® he could not even complete his own speech 
nominating Gen. Francis Marion Cockrell, of Missouri, with 
which he had hoped to stampede the delegates.®^ It was four 
o’clock in the morning when Bryan mounted the platform. 

“He opened his speech in a husky voice, and his gestures 
were those of a weak body. His eyes were dull at first, but 
they began to glow as his voice cleared out and the passion 
of his soul began to come out in very sharp gestures. The 
audience was hushed and still; he might have been speaking 
to an empty house. . . .”®® 

Eight years ago a Democratic national convention placed in 
my hand the standard of the party and commissioned me as its 
candidate. Four years later that commission was renewed. I come 
to-night to this Democratic convention to return the commission. 
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You may dispute whether I have fought a good fight, you may 
dispute whether I have finished my course, but you cannot deny 
that I have kept the faith. 

‘‘As he talked the purple shadow^s of the coming day were 
seen through the windows^ and before he closed the dawn 
was gray about him.’’ 

I failed, you say. Yes, I failed. I received a million more votes 
than any Democrat had ever received before, and yet I failed. . . . 
The great issue in this country to-day is ‘‘ Democracy versus Plu- 
tocracy” . - . whether this is a government of the people, and ad- 
ministered by officers chosen by the people, and administered in 
behalf of the people, or a government by the moneyed element 
of the country, in the interest of predatory wealth. ... I ask 
you to help us meet this issue. You tell me that the Republican 
candidate stands for militarism. Yes, but he also stands for plu- 
tocracy. You tell me that he delights in war. Yes, but there is 
another objection to him, and that is that he does not enforce the 
law against a big criminal as he docs against a little criminal. • . . 
The Government must be administered according to the maxim: 

Equal rights to all and special privileges to none.”®^ 

“He had carried the banner of social democracy in Amer- 
ica further than any other man had carried it. It is not free 
silver that Bryan stands for, and he knew it, in the breaking 
day, when his party told him to stand aside. Bryan has stood 
for as much of the idea of socialism as the American mind 
to-day will confess to,” wrote William Allen White. And he 
added: ‘"In all he did at St. Louis, he acted with a moral 
courage good to behold.”^ 



CHAPTER XXII 


DEMOCRACY GOES 
CONSERVATIVE 

Sick and alone in his room at the Jefferson Hotel, Bryan 
was soon to know that he could not save everything for 
radical Democracy. A new force had arisen against him. 

For years he had dogged the footsteps of Lincoln, dreaming 
of himself as the humble son of the people fighting in a right- 
eous cause. But the footsteps of Lincoln were an open path- 
way for any man. Somewhere William Jennings had gone 
astray. Was it that emotions were more vital to him than 
convictions? Was it that his own eloquence emasculated his 
capacity for action? A man of action had arisen to capture 
Bryan’s settings and properties. 

Roosevelt was to take the centre of the stage. 

Strikingly alike in ideas; superficially alike in manner; 
violently opposed in effect; Bryan, the orator, Roosevelt 
the actor. The Spanish War had defined their differences. 
In uniform Bryan was the dutiful suffering citizen. On San 
Juan Hill, Roosevelt, the citizen soldier, charged into jingo- 
ism. Bryan had espoused the cause of the common man. 
Roosevelt dramatized himself as a foe of trusts. Harsh- 
voiced, pugnacious, domineering Roosevelt! Mellifluous, 
emotional, long-suffering Bryan ! 

Bryan expected God to accomplish miracles in his interest. 
Roosevelt depended on himself. Do the meek really inherit 
the earth? Bryan must have asked himself. 

T. R. was not meek. 

These two were the logical opponents. Instead, stepped 
into the picture Judge Alton B. Parker, placid, colourless, 
mediocre, conservative. In convention assembled the dele- 
gates had “stolidly voted under orders from their bosses.”^ 

250 
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Judge Parker had been selected in the hope that his name 
and the forces he represented would shout to the country, 
“The Democratic party is as respectable as the Republican!” 
Underlining it, ex-Senator Henry Gassaway Davis, octo- 
genarian and millionaire, was named for Vice President. 
Bryan might write the platform; the bosses would name the 
candidates. 

The fates were with Bryan for the moment. The Honour- 
able Alton B. Parker, to avoid Bryan’s economic motley, 
telegraphed the unequivocal statement that he stood for the 
gold standard; that if his position was unacceptable to the 
convention, he would decline the nomination. 

The convention flew into an uproar. 

Wild with rage scores of delegates . . . tore their badges from their 
coats, threw them on the floor of the convention hall and stamped 
upon them. . . . Senator Tillman rushed over to David B. Hill and 
shook his clenched fist in the New Yorker’s face. Hill nervously 
wiped his perspiring forehead and suggested they “talk it over.”* 

Bryan’s views immediately became of the utmost im- 
portance. Delegates rushed to the Jefferson Hotel to give 
vent to their fury. He tried to soothe them. “ It is no more 
than you might have expected,” he said. “From the tactics 
they pursued, you should have known it was not compromise 
they demanded, but surrender.” Having allowed himself the 
minor satisfaction of omniscience, he pulled himself together 
and went to address the convention. 

He entered the hall at ten-thirty. His voice was weak and 
shaken with illness as he rose to present his hastily considered 
solution: to send a message to Judge Parker, asking him to 
state his views on all aspects of the money question. There 
should be no dodging. If the Democratic party and its candi- 
date favoured gold, that fact should be squarely presented 
to the voters. Politically shrewd, as always, he grasped the 
chance to give the bosses a black eye detectable even to the 
blindest of the rank and file. It was the death rattle of i6 
to I. It was the crudfixion of Democracy on the “Cross of 
Gold.” 
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His proposal was, of course, overwhelmingly defeated. The 
convention replied to Parker: 

The monetary standard ... is not regarded by us as a pos- 
sible issue in this campaign. . . . Therefore there is nothing in the 
views expressed by you in the telegram just received which would 
preclude a man entertaining them from accepting a nomination 
on said platform. 

Bryan acknowledged defeat and withdrew with the ironic 
words: “We are not going to do one thing to mar the har- 
mony of the convention.” 

Bryan was in a quandary. Parker alone was bad enough. 
Parker and gold was disaster. But with his high confidence 
in God, Bryan felt sure that light would be granted him. Per- 
haps it was both good politics and pious wisdom to accept the 
inevitable. He summed it up ringingly in The Commoner a 
few weeks later: 

To those who think that a temporary victory of the conservative 
element ends progress in the Democratic party, let this reply be 
made: “O ye of little faith I” ... He lacks faith in the purposes and 
plans of God who for a moment falters in the great struggle be- 
tween truth and error. 

The fact remained that in defeat Mr. Bryan still swayed 
well over 6,000,000 voters. What was he to say to them The 
Democratic National Committee waited with something 
more than curiosity to hear that statement. 

Bryan decided. He would support Mr. Parker for four 
reasons: because the Democracy opposed imperialism, be- 
cause the Democratic platform declared for the reduction of 
the standing army, because Roosevelt stood for the race 
issue, and because Roosevelt stood for the spirit of war. 

But [he went on] I shall not misrepresent the situation or appeal 
for votes for the ticket upon false grounds. . . . On the money 
question Mr. Parker is as thoroughly committed to the side of the 
financiers as Mr. Roosevelt. . . . Nothing good could be expected 
of him on the money question. . . . The nomination of Judge 
Parker virtually nullifies the anti-Trast plank The Labor plank 
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was . . . straddling, meaningless. . . . The triumph of the Wall 
Street element of the party denies to the country any hope of 
relief on economic questions. ... I have nothing to withdraw of the 
things that I have said against the methods pursued to ad\’'ance 
his candidacy. It was a plain and deliberate attempt to deceive the 
party ... by crooked and indefensible methods.® 

What support was this ? 

He was not content with condemnation. His was a con- 
structive programme: 

After having stated that I shall support the ticket ... I think it 
due to the Democrats of the nation to say that the fight on economic 
questions ... is not abandoned. As soon as the election is over I 
shall . . . undertake to organize for the campaign of 1908. ... It 
is only mentioned at this time that the readers of Tie Commoner 
may know that the contest for economic reform will begin again 
as soon as the polls close. . . .*• 

He could not wait for the campaign to end. On July 
twenty-second he presented in The Commoner a programme for 
radical Democracy. He apparently felt himself under no 
obligation to the temporary commanders of his party beyond 
the obligation not to interfere with their campaign. An 
issue must be found for the future when, conservatives 
routed, the party would again emerge under his leadership 
as the champion of the man against the dollar. Hidden away 
in his programme, now an aside, but later to be his most dis- 
astrous war cry, was this: 

I have hitherto refused to take a position on the government 
ownership of railways. . . . Recent events have convinced me that 
the time is now ripe. I invite the Democrats, therefore, to consider 
a plan for government ownership and operation of the railways. 

It must have enraged the Parker men. It must have pleased 
the G. O. P. 

The managers of the Parker campaign felt that Bryan had 
chosen a peculiar moment to proclaim his defection from their 
standard. David B. Hill and the others who were engaged in 
selling Democracy to Wall Street were finding that job 
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about all they could manage— and a little more. Why go to 
all the trouble of burying Bryan if the corpse insisted on re- 
maining so lively? What was the good of announcing his 
passing in the press when from his grave he could produce 
such startling effects as this? Where did these respectable 
leaders find themselves? Safe in the arms of August Belmont 
and Thomas F. Ryan, to be sure. It was almost all that 
mattered to David B. Hill. But it wasn’t enough. 

Mr. Bryan was finding his compensations. He reprinted 
in his paper an article entitled “Finding Success in Failure,” 
embroidered with laudatory comment. And he took his 
emotional vacation — a summer Chautauqua tour. Here 
was consolation. Hill and his cohorts might control a conven- 
tion, but in the Chautauquas Bryan was king. The people 
followed him, for they knew his voice and a stranger they 
would not follow. “Success in Failure.” He was reassured 
and comforted. 

Those who credited him with greater facility for compro- 
mise than he possessed whispered that he would speak for 
Parker if he were asked. The rumour was without foundation. 
At the National Democratic headquarters everyone was un- 
easy and gloomy. The Democratic bid for respectability 
seemed to have been in vain, for after a brief hesitation the 
moneyed interests turned to Roosevelt and the Republicans. 
Roosevelt’s election was almost a certainty. 

Ryan and Belmont might contribute and induce their 
friends to do so; the Vice Presidential candidate might show 
confidence in himself by putting up $50,000 over the ob- 
jections of his children; but it was impossible to compete 
with Republicans when it came to money. No Democrat was 
available with half the ingenuity of George Cortelyou, ex- 
Secretary of Commerce and Labour, who by methods never 
clearly explained induced the railways and insurance com- 
panies to contribute toward the election of their supposed 
mortal enemy, Theodore Roosevelt.* So ingenious was he 
that the policy holders of the New York Life Insurance 
Company contributed $148,000 to Roosevelt without know- 
ing anything about it until after it was done.® E. H. Harri- 
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man, by request or out of spontaneous admiration, con- 
tributed j235,oooJ The Democrats, whose campaign chest 
eventually held $620,644, of which Belmont admitted giving 
$250,000,® could not meet such extraordinary competition. 

But money was not the only thing, as Mr. Hill was dis- 
covering to his dismay. Judge Parker might be pleasant, 
charming, and reliable, but he didn’t possess “the art of 
winning popular applause, nor did he have the knack of 
sounding clarion calls.”® Opposed to a candidate whose chief 
stock in trade was personality, this was a decided handicap 
— so grave a handicap, indeed, that the most serious problem 
of the moment was to find a speaker who could win popular 
applause and who did have the knack of sounding clarion 
calls. 

The orator of the party was officially dead. 

Suddenly Mr. Hill announced that he would retire from 
politics on January i, 1905.“ Almost immediately Tom 
Taggart, Mayor of Indianapolis and Chairman of the Demo- 
cratic National Campaign, invited Charles A. Walsh, a 
Bryan man of long standing, to come to New York and take 
a desk at headquarters. Hardly had he been installed than a 
wire came from William Jennings Bryan for Mr. Taggart. 
“Let me know where you think I can help. Glad to devote 
as much time to it as I can spare.”” It looked as though the 
fish might bite, but perhaps this was only a tantalizing 
nibble and he would go swimming calmly out of their ken 
once more. They must find rarer bait. 

The New York papers printed the story of the next move, 
and no one has ever seen fit to deny its authenticity. Chair- 
man Taggart offered to send $50,000 to Nebraska to save the 
legislature for Bryan (in case Bryan should be thinking of 
the senatorship), if in return he would speak for Parker at 
Madison Square Garden.^® If the offer was ever made, it 
was never accepted. Perhaps it savoured too much of straight 
buying and selling. Instead of invading the stronghold of his 
adversaries, Bryan spoke for Folk in Missouri and inciden- 
tally for Parker — the latter because of his professed desire to 
maintain party harmony. 
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But hope must have revived in the breasts of the gentlemen 
in New York when, with strange precipitancy following the 
recent rebuff, Mr. T. S. Allen, Br>'an’s brother-in-law and 
Chairman of the Nebraska State Central Committee, ap- 
peared in their city to solicit a sum of money for the state 
campaign.^® The money (said to be $15,000) was dispatched 
by Thomas Fortune Ryan and August Belmont through the 
Democratic National Committee. In 1908 when the story 
broke the New York interpreted the event thus: “There 

was a belief that if the state elected a Democratic legislature, 
Mr, Bryan would be chosen United States Senator.” At that 
time only Mr. Allen, of those who were said to have taken 
part in the transaction, could be immediately reached. He 
admitted that the money had come to him from the National 
Committee and indeed that he had solicited it.^^ He said 
further that he had turned it over to James C. DahJman, 
who was in control of the funds for the state campaign. 
That he had ever considered the contribution a bribe to gain 
Bryan's whole-hearted support of Judge Parker, or to help 
elect Bryan to the Senate, he vigorously denied. He pointed 
out that Bryan was already supporting Parker, so what would 
be the object in buying him? What he neglected to point out 
was the negative and almost valueless nature of Bryan’s sup- 
port up to that time. 

As for Bryan, it developed that in 1904 he had known 
nothing of the receipt of the money, and when he learned of 
it in 1908 he denied flatly that it had been used directly or 
indirectly to further his interests. The subject of his aspira- 
tions toward the senatorship he ignored, but he offered to 
return the money to the donors if the charge could be proven. 
Yet the Nebraska law demanded a full and public account- 
ing of all campaign funds, and though for days the World 
bombarded Bryan with questions as to why that law 
had not been complied with in 1904, and why the lapse 
should not be sifted in 1908, Bryan ignored the whole 
issue. 

Whatever the exact facts — and while it has been estab- 
lished that money was sent from New York to Nebraska, 
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its disposition has never been determined — it is indisputable 
that Bryan’s support of Parker immediately became more 
vigorous. Perhaps Mr. Dahlman, into whose hands the 
|i 5,000 eventually came, brought gentle pressure to bear 
upon him. At any rate, though he never retired from his 
original position, he presented it with more enthusiasm and 
persistence.^® 

Indeed it would have been a shortsighted policy that 
would have led him to retire from that position. He had his 
enemies and the enemies of Democracy to consider.^® The 
Populists had threatened, if he should come out flat-footed 
for Parker, to flood the country with handbills quoting his 
earlier attacks on the Democratic candidate. The Republi- 
can press would have gleefully made huge capital of any 
reversal of position. So he played variations on the theme 
that “on every question upon which Judge Parker’s position 
is open to criticism. President Roosevelt’s position is worse; 
where they differ, Parker is right and Roosevelt is wrong- 
Perhaps his denial of Tom Watson’s allegation that consist- 
ency demanded his championship of the Populist cause was 
an equally valuable contribution to the Parker cause. 

“ Every vote for Watson (Populist candidate for President) 
is a vote for Roosevelt,” he told his followers. 

It was not an ideal situation. To be a practical politician 
and at the same time a political moralist was no easy job. 
His present course was open to captious criticism. But what 
would be said if he refused to support Parker? 

His conscience was at rest. He had done the right thing. 
And he could console himself with the thought that he had 
virtually written the platform, which was more important 
than the candidate. Besides, there was always the lurking 
possibility, lost if he withdrew from the campaign, that the 
Senate might seek him. In the Senate there was much to be 
done for the common man. 

So in the final issue of The Commoner before election he 
fired one more shot out of the same old gun and sat down to 
await the results: “No Democrat who is interested in Mr. 
Bryan personally or in Mr. Biyan politically, or in the re- 
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forms for which Mr. Bryan has been fighting, can afford to 
assume responsibility for four years more of Rooseveltism.” 

The results justified his political insight. Judge Parker 
polled nearly a million and a half votes less than Bryan had 
received in 1900. It was the worst Democratic defeat in years. 
It was due not to a large Republican vote but simply and 
solely to a small Democratic vote. The common man gave 
evidence of his disapproval of the Democratic party by cast- 
ing 400,000 votes for Debs and Socialism as against 90,000 
in 1900. The conservatives were confounded. 

Bryan did not rest. Immediately after the election he 
began to drive home his point. The Commoner came out with 
the headlines^* PREPARE FOR 1908— DEMOCRACY 
VERSUS PLUTOCRACY— THE ELECTION’S LESSON. 
He offered his explanation for the defeat of the party: 

The result was due to the fact that the Democratic party at- 
tempted to be conservative in the presence of conditions which 
demanded radical remedies. It sounded a partial retreat when it 
should have ordered a charge all along the line. . . . The Democratic 
party has nothing to gain by catering to organized and predatory 
wealth. . . . The Democratic party . . . must take the side of the 
plain, common people. ... To doubt the success of our cause is 
to doubt the triumph of right, for ours is and must be the cause 
of the masses. . . . “With malice toward none and charity for all” 
let us begin the campaign of 1908. 

And then he began to prepare! 



CHAPTER XXIII 


AROUND THE WORLD TO 
MADISON SQUARE GARDEN 

The leader was again in command. Bryan’s position had 
been vindicated. He immediately started to regiment the 
radical Democrats. On Jackson’s birthday he began a whirl- 
wind campaign, as though the hours were the last rather than 
the first of a four years’ battle. His plan was to fire the faith- 
ful in the Mississippi Valley, then sweep eastward by Jeffer- 
son’s birthday.^ With a victor’s gesture of forgiveness, he 
called on “Men of all elements”^ to follow him. 

For once he decided that oratory was not enough, and 
sought to give his enthusiasm an almost statistical foundation. 
He used the time-worn device of pledge cards. They were 
printed in The Commoner and the faithful were asked to 
record upon them their promise to take part in the local 
primaries. The flood of returning cards encouraged him to 
quicken his activity. For a time he visualized election day as 
a week off, and in his own mind, the Presidential candidate 
was a known quantity. 

Presently he realized that a four-year fight was an im- 
possibility. Only political zealots are really interested in such 
matters except between June and November of a Presidential 
Year. Furthermore, the Peerless Leader was without an 
issue. He was again indulging in activity without ideas. The 
popularity of The Man in the White House was stifling 
him, and it is ironic that when he looked around for some- 
thing else to do he reached out to grasp that man’s hand. 

Early in January, with fine magnanimity, he called on 
President Roosevelt. After a round of handshaking in the 
anteroom he was ushered into the President’s private office. 

2 ® 
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“Some people think I am a terrible radical,” he began, 
“but really I’m not so very dangerous after all.” 

The joke in this was not now apparent to Mr. Bryan. Was 
ittoT. R.? 

Emerging, Bryan confronted the reporters and said: “I 
told the President that I heartily endorsed many of his 
policies and that I would support him every time I thought 
he was right.” It was a generous gesture- But on being asked 
if he were going to take luncheon with Mr. Roosevelt, he 
spoke regretfully: “No, Bourke Cockran has invited me to 
eat with him.”^ 

In Bryan’s promise to support the measures of a 
Republican President there was no inconsistency. The truth 
was that Roosevelt was cleverly adopting and promoting 
measures originally bla2oned on Bryan banners. Roosevelt 
was taking the road along which Bryan had, for twelve years, 
been trying to guide the Democratic party. Political ob- 
servers knew it. Sydney Brooks pointed out that “Bryan’s 
words and Roosevelt’s deeds bear comparison.”^ And the 
New York Sun asked querulously whether Mr. Bryan had 
flopped to Mr. Roosevelt or Mr. Roosevelt to Mr. Bryan.® 

Bryan kept his word scrupulously, for not only did he en- 
dorse many of Roosevelt’s policies but he backed them with 
genuine enthusiasm. When the Hepburn Railway Bill, em- 
powering the Interstate Commerce Commission to regulate 
rates, came before Congress, Bryan urged the Democratic 
representatives to vote with Roosevelt. “The feeling of help- 
less rage,” wrote Prof. H. T. Peck in Twenty Years of the 
'^public, which the people felt at seeing ignored the laws 
tlbey had made in several states for the control of corporation 
greed and corruption, “had permeated the entire country 
in 1905 and prepared the minds of the people for measures 
far more drastic than any which had hitherto been known.”® 
The Hepburn Bill was one of these and eventually passed 
by a vote of 346 to 7. 

Meanwhile, under the spell of Roosevelt the muck-rakers 
captured the public mind. The circulation of Everybody's 
Magazine fattened on Thomas Lawson and his Frenzied 
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Finance. Ida Tarbell hung out John D.’s dirty 1 nen. Lincoln 
Steffens and Upton Sinclair rooted in sties filled with dirty 
politics and dirty beef. And William Jennings, always with 
his ear to the ground, added his shout to the “ tainted money” 
chorus. 

His opportunity came when, in January, his Alma Mater 
extended to him an invitation to serve on the Board of 
Trustees. There was a nigger in the woodpile. The college had 
a deficit of $36,000 and was going from bad to worse. In this 
crisis Bryan wrote to his friend, Millard Fillmore Dunlap, 
already a trustee, that he was willing to help out, not by any 
great gift, but by doing what he could.^ The Board of 
Trustees asked him to come and talk matters over with them, 
so he stopped off on his way East. 

He refused to enter into any detailed discussion unless the 
college agreed to sever certain questionable affiliations, not- 
ably that with the University of Chicago. The basis of his 
objection to that university was that it had been built with 
John D. Rockefeller’s “tainted money.” Nothing could have 
better pleased the man in the street than this stand of 
Bryan’s. Even college professors, symbols of meekness, 
resigned when their institutions accepted money from ques- 
tionable sources. The Congregationalists, in a spasm of 
righteousness, returned a gift of $100,000 that Rockefeller 
had tendered them for use in foreign missions. 

Could Bryan, the enemy of “big money,” neglect to stand 
beside them? Bryan’s dialectic on this subject must have be- 
wildered the less elastic-minded among his followers. Ap- 
parently tmnted money could be cleansed. He ai^ed: (i) 
repentance cleanses money as it cleanses the soul; therefore 
money might be taken from a repentant rich man;* (2) death 
was apparently an even more effective scouring soap than 
repentance; the fortune of a rich man, dead, was pure; (3) 
the gold of a live unrepentant Croesus could be used in good 
works, if no obligation was implied. 

The money solicited from Carnegie by Mrs. Bryan and 
William Jennings for the building of a Carnegie Public 
Library at Lincoln® must have come within this last category. 
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The gift of Rockefeller’s money, Bryan felt, did imply 
other obligations and was therefore burdened with pitch 
that defiled. Let not Mr. Rockefeller despair, however. Even 
he was not beyond redemption, and Mr. Bryan benevolently 
hoped that he would come to “see the wickedness of his 
trust methods” and by reforming prove to be a “powerful 
factor in the overthrow of trusts.” Charity for all! Meantime, 
he had not repented and his money was unclean to the touch. 
Therefore Illinois College must break with the University of 
Chicago.^ The gesture was to the whole nation. 

It was natural, following the recent dramatic events, that 
Bryan should have been asked to deliver the commencement 
address at Illinois College. He insisted that a simplicity be- 
fitting a man of the people should characterize the occasion. 
“ I do not care to wear the gown and cap,” he wrote to Presi- 
dent Rammelkamp. “I suppose that it is not compulsory, and 
I have some prejudice against it — when suggested for myself 
not when worn by others,” he added graciously. So the 
Great Commoner appeared in the conventional black suit 
and gave the graduates of the Class of 1905 his blessing and 
some valuable advice. “Better loving companionship,” he 
told them, “ than intellectual solitude.”^* Was not this a neat 
summary of the results of his lifelong meditation on the sub- 
ject? 

Later, the college, backsliding in the acceptance of Carne- 
gie money, was to lose its William Jennings Bryan. The 
famous old grad resigned as trustee, and had his name erased 
from the roll of the alumni, but remained loyal to the literary 
society where his golden voice first sounded clear. 

His thoughts now returned to the 1908 campaign. Still no 
issue seemed adequate strategically. It was painfully obvious 
now that Roosevelt was soaking up Bryanism. The public 
was forgetful. The policies for which Bryan had struggled 
to the sound of hoots and hisses were now greeted with 
cheers and enthusiasm, but his name was no longer associ- 
ated with them. Roosevelt was acclaimed for the treaty he 
had engineered between Japan and Russia, but no one 
seemed to remember — or, if they did, they weren’t shouting 
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it from the housetops — that as early as February ly, 1905, 
William Jennings Bryan had suggested, for the betterment 
of mankind, that the United States compose the differences 
between these two peoples. 

By a twist of irony it was a speech made by Roosevelt at 
Wilkes-Barre that planted the germ of an idea. T. R. spoke 
on temperance.^ 

From this, Bryan took the next step, and toyed with the 
idea of national prohibition. On his way from one speaking 
date to another, he stopped off in Chicago to talk it over with 
his old friend, George Shilling.^® They argued all night and 
arrived at the disappointing conclusion that the time was not 
ripe for so radical a departure. Reluctantly he laid it aside. 
The moralist was not triumphant— yet! 

He found himself at loose ends. Instead of opening a book, 
or concentrating on the problems of modem life, he decided to 
satisfy his craving for movement by a trip around the world. 
He did not stop to realize that America was slowly coming 
of age; instead, he indulged his schoolboy fancy. 

But first he made a political gesture or two. He wanted to 
pose as the constructive citizen, approving the present course, 
and indicating the desirable future. In the columns of The 
Commoner he wrote: 

You performed your duty in a manner creditable to yourself 
and to your country. You have been hailed as a peacemaker and 
you realize how the peaceful victory thus achieved by you outshines 
your military exploits. Why not use the present opportunity to 
put on foot a movement for the establishment of a permanent 
peace? . . . Why not ask Congress for the authority to submit all 
international questions ... to an impartial board for investigation 
and report? . . . 

The moral prestige which our nation now enjoys would . . . en- 
able it to lead a successful peace movement. 

. . . Few men have yet had it in their power to do so much for 
humanity — will you improve the opportunity ?“ 

Mr. Roosevelt made no reply either to the compliments or 
the suggestions. Some editorial writers, like the one in the 
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Omaha Bee for September twenty-ninth, thought it “a little 
presumptuous for Colonel Bryan to offer advice continually 
to Mr. Roosevelt on the subject of running the government.” 

But whether or not the derisive use of his title was lost on 
Colonel Bryan, he was not a bit abashed or perturbed. In 
September he released a genial farewell letter to the President: 

Permit a parting word. You have the contest of your life before 
you and I desire to render you all the assistance in my power. 
You have asked Congress to enact a law so enlarging the powers 
of the Interstate Commerce Commission as to permit it to fix 

and enforce a reasonable freight rate The railroads will try 

to persuade you; if they fail in this they will try to scare you: if 
they fail in this also they will try to defeat your recommendation. 
It will embarrass you to have strong party leaders against you; 
you may have been embarrassed by having so many Democrats 
cooperate with you, but you must reconcile yourself to both. . . . 

Pass over the railroads and appeal to the people. ... It is in- 
conceivable that the people should create a corporation without 
reserving the rights to so control it as to make it subserve the 
public interest. . . . 

The Democrats, if they had no higher purpose than to secure 
control of the offices, might wish you to lead the railroad element 
in your party, but they are citizens first and Democrats after- 
ward. . . . 

Then, with a few helpful hints for reducing the tariff and 
establishing a permanent board of arbitration for labour dis- 
putes, he concluded: 

Stand by your guns! You have developed a reform element in 
the Republican party; you must lead it or sufiFer the humiliation 
of seeing the leadership pass to someone else. 

... Go forward! You owe it to yourself, you owe it to your party, 
and more than all, you owe it to your comitry.^^ 

With these words ringing, or so he hoped, in the ears of his 
countrymen, William Jennings Bryan, with Mrs. Bryan, 
William Jennings, Jr., and Grace, started for San Francisco, 
on their trip around the world. 

Bryan was the real innocent abroad. He was the great man 
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from the small towns, “ a peculiar product of your country,”*® 
said Asquith. He found the world pleasing as he found it 
American. He had no idea that social morals could be relative 
and believed that principles were universally true or not 
true at all. A worm in his cabbage in India, or the lack of 
free speech in Russia, upset him equally, when he was on 
tour. But he could and did, with brilliant insight, grasp the 
politics of any situation. 

Eating and preaching were his two great intemperances. 
He was now gratifying both. At table he experimented with 
cocoanut milk in Hawaii, with buttered radishes two feet 
long and two and a half inches thick in Japan — native dishes 
wherever he went. Preaching Christian principles en route, 
his evangelical soul bubbled over when he and Mrs. Bryan 
gathered pebbles on the shores of Galilee, one grain of 
inspiration for each member of the Normal M. E. Church.*® 

Bryan liked Japan. The people were “Frenchmen done 
in bronze.”®® The social system betrayed satisfying occidental 
traits. He enjoyed the official receptions. At the one for 
Admiral Togo, hero of Port Arthur, Bryan rose from his seat 
in the front row to toast the admiral. He drank it in water 
because the admiral’s victory had been on water, but said 
that he would gladly drink one in champagne when the 
admiral won a victory on champagne. Equally suave was his 
remark on the same occasion: “Steam has narrowed the 
Pacific and made us neighbours; let Justice make us friends.”®* 
He was less apt at Waseda University, with “I have never 
felt that I could hold anyone in contempt because he was not 
so large as another.” But the Japanese liked Bryan. They 
forgave him even this, and he was his old self speaking before 
the Y. M. C. A. 

Let a man keep his mind on the things he can undersmd, and 
live up to them, and he will be kept so busy that there will be no 
time left him to trouble his head about what he does not under- 
stand. 

But William Jennings did not follow his own advice in 
later years. 
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In private audience with the Mikado, “fifty-three years 
old, about five feet six inches high and wears a beard, Bryan 
was quelled. Japanese etiquette forbade the man to ask 
questions who had never before been hindered from speaking 
his mind. But he was consoled before he left Japan. 

He was presented with the badge of the National Temper- 
ance Society. 

Korea presented him with two stone lions and a figure of 
speech. One lion’s mouth was open; the other’s closed. The 
first was radical; the second conservative. Said Bryan, “the 
two are inseparable, and for social prosperity we need them 
both.” 

In China, the coolie shook his democratic dogma. For 
William Jennings was forced to contract his all-embracing 
democracy to exclude this inadequate image of God — too 
inadequate to be admitted into the United States without 
“injustice to our social ideals.” The ardent Christian found 
Confucius also inadequate — he lacked any “suggestion of a 
heart overflowing with love” — but his spirit was again ele- 
vated by his experiences among the Christians of the Phil- 
ippine Islands. 

The Sultan of Sulu, arrayed in a “swallowtail of blue 
broadcloth trimmed in brass buttons, a red fez, and tan shoes 
and followed by a retinue of forty datos and a band of native 
tomtoms, came riding on a pony” topayhim homage. He took 
the Bryan family to see the native spear dances and presented 
them to his family of four wives and “ three or four concu- 
bines, he does not know which. If Bryan was disconcerted, 
he maintained his poise, and at a reception tendered him by 
the Elks of the Islands said; 

Whatever may be said of the government methods of Spain 
and of the political corruption of her colonial representatives, she 
established the Christian faith in the Islands. 

The Christian faith was represented in the north by the Sul- 
tan of Sulu and his wives and concubines. But one obser- 
vation he did make that cut to the quick of the Philippine 
problem, when he pointed out that most of its evils sprang 
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from the fact that “the colony is governed by laws made for 
it, but not binding upon the country which makes the laws.” 

Man’s works in India amazed him, but Mt. Everest at- 
tested to the greatness, goodness, and wisdom of God. He 
rebuked England resoundingly: 

. . . the trouble is that England acquired India for England’s 
advantage, not for India’s, and that she holds India for England’s 
benefit, not for India’s. She administers India with an eye to Eng- 
land’s interests, not India’s.®® 

In Egypt, the Sphinx proved disappointingly small, but he 
made good use of her at a later crisis of his life. He found a 
sermon in every stone in the Holy Land, and in the waters 
thereof as well; but he did not forget the authentic source of 
eloquence when he gathered pebbles on the shore of the 
Mgean to remind himself of the struggles of Demosthenes 
before his name was “known to fame.” 

He glimpsed the Sultan of Turkey on his way to the 
mosque, delighted in the Austro-Hungarian state-owned 
railways, was guest of honour at a banquet given for him 
by Louis Kossuth’s son, attended the opera in Vienna, and 
bought clothes. All were happy events except the clothes. 
For when the trade journal of the London tailors reviewed 
Mr. Bryan it complained that his “frock coat [was] heavy 
and shapeless, with a sombreness quite hurtful.”®* 

Things more important than clothes soon engaged his 
attention. News from home proved that the stage was being 
set for the triumphal entry of the world-touring hero shortly 
to return with a message to his cohorts. 

That message would be the turning point in the hero’s 
political career. What would it be? 

His departure from the American scene was proving to be 
a wise move. The complete rout of the conservative element 
in the Democratic party in 1904 had strengthened and en- 
couraged the more radical elements, who had been gaining so 
rapidly during Bryan’s absence that they now dominated 
the situation. Indeed, one wing of the party was far out- 
stripping Bryan on the radical road, and in order to destroy 
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at a blow the dangerously mounting influence of William 
Randolph Hearst, the leaders of the National Democratic 
Club of New York announced in *^pril that Mr. Bryan might 
easily qualify as standard bearer of the regular Democracy, 
if he were ready to acknowledge other issues as of greater 
importance than i6 to i. 

In Indiana things were stirring also. The State Convention 
cabled greetings, apostrophizing Bryan as “that wise and 
conservative statesman, unfaltering patriot and superb 
leader.”^ Colonel Watterson, once an unbridled detractor, 
wrote an enthusiastic editorial under the headline: HUR- 
RAH FOR BRYAN! He had, Marse Henry thought, 
“served his probation and earned his reward; with increasing 
years and study and travel has come increasing wisdom.” 

Certainly the trip around the W'orld was proving a stroke 
of genius. Colonel Watterson would soon realize that travel 
for Bryan was, as Emerson called it, “A Fool’s Paradise.” 

Bryan’s answer was prompt, and his jubilation may have 
been responsible for its somewhat startling character. “It 
is time to call a halt on Socialism in the United States,” he 
wrote- “The movement is going too far.” Curiously enough, 
the same issue of the Tribune that carried this statement said 
that the names of Tim Sullivan and 0. H. P. Belmont had 
been added to the reception committee.^® “Politicians learn 
to come in out of the rain,” commented the Tribune edi- 
torially. 

Socialism was going too far. But where was William 
Jennings going? 

Meanwhile, Bryan was solving the Russian problem. He 
attended the first meeting of the Duma, which was existing 
from day to day under the threat of being dispersed by the 
Czar. Mr. Bryan advised strengthening the Duma, the es- 
tablishment of agricultural banks, recalling the exiles, and 
permitting the Duma to confer with the ministry on the land 
questions. This accomplished, the Czar would “have no 
reason to fear bomb throwers or hostile criticism.” Curiously 
enough, the man with whom Bryan talked at greatest length 
about these matters was A. P. Isvolski, who later turned his 
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attention to the international situation and was able to de- 
clare in 1914: “C’est ma guerre" Chiding the Russians for 
their easy-going habits, Bryan insisted that the American 
Embassy open each morning at nine, even though nobody 
in St. Petersburg was ready to do business before eleven. But 
Mr. Bryan was up and about! 

Borrowing the equivalent of about thirty cents from one of 
the secretaries of the embassy (Paxton Hibben) for some 
unknown purpose, he left Russia for Norway, where he 
attended the coronation of King Haakon VIL 

Now messages hinting at 1908 came in with increasing 
frequency. But Bryan was still hedging. In reply to a letter 
from Senator Jones offering an obvious opportunity for a 
declaration, Bryan wrote: 

I shall do no more to secure another nomination, and do not 
want one unless conditions seem to demand it. . . . There are, how- 
ever, certain reforms which I would like very much to see accepted, 
and to assist in the acceptance of these reforms I am willing to be 
come the party candidate again.*^ 

From Norway the Bryans went to London through Sweden 
and were glad to be among English-speaking people again. 
Three sacks of mail awaited them at the London Embassy. At 
the Fourth of July dinner Ambassador Whitelaw Reid 
introduced the visitor to an overwhelmingly enthusiastic 
audience of Britons and Americans, as “a typical American 
whose whole life has been lived in the sunlight.” 

It was an inspiring occasion. In a glow of Anglo-American 
good-fellowship, Bryan responded by hailing the two great 
English-speaking countries of the world as forces in spreading 
education, brotherhood, and the English language among 
the benighted millions of India and the Phi lippines. If Amer- 
ica had forged somewhat ahead of England in the movement 
for righteousness, all the greater reason for humility. 

If it has been allured by Providence to a higher ground, may it 
lead the way in winning the confidence of those who follow it, 
in exerting the spirit of Him who said; “And if I am lifted 
iq), I shall draw all men unto me. 
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The triumphant hour was dimmed. The golden voice of 
Bryan boomed. The distinguished Americans and Britons 
cheered. Alice Roosevelt Longworth, sitting “beautifully 
dressed in white” in the centre of the gallery whence the 
ladies were permitted to look down upon their Anglo- 
American lords (including Adolph Ochs), received marked 
attention. When the band played “The Star-Spangled 
Banner,” she stood up and everyone’s glass was raised to her, 
as though she were Columbia.^® The shadow of T. R. fell 
even here. 

However, Bryan had no real reason to complain. At the 
hotel he was besieged by callers. He and Mrs. Bryan spent 
the “week’s end” at Wrest Park with the Whitelaw Reids 
and visited the peers of the realm. The custom of dining at 
eight-fifteen astonished them, but they were naively de- 
lighted at such high-toned conduct. It was curious to see 
Bryan, the Great Commoner, in such an atmosphere. 
As J. A. Spender observed, “he was not at all quenched by 

ity>3o 

Not even J. P. Morgan himself could destroy this equa- 
nimity. When the two men were introduced at one of Am- 
bassador Reid’s receptions, Morgan said: “Bryan? Bryan? 
The name sounds familiar. But I have not had the pleasure 
of meeting you before.” They looked at each other narrowly 
as their hands met, then drifted quickly apart. 

Reporters were growing insistent that Bryan make some 
declaration regarding his political future but, though there is 
ample evidence that he was giving the matter deep and con- 
stant thought, he was not yet ready to make public the re- 
sults of his thinking- One statement he did make. “I am 
more radical than ever,” he said, “while the platform of the 
Democratic party is essentially conservative,” and went on 
to explain that “what used to be called radical is now called 
conservative. The doctrine has not changed, but public 
sentiment is making progress.” 

He found himself somewhat disturbed by the unanimity of 
Democratic approval. It was the dissent note that stirred 
Bryan to action. He was suspicious of the new-found alle- 
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giance of men of wealth and tried to show where his heart 
really lay by writing home asking that donations to his 
reception of welcome be limited to I50 per person. 

He was soon given a more striking opportunity to define 
his position toward the questionable elements within the 
party. When he learned that Roger Sullivan, the Chicago 
boss who had railroaded a Parker delegation through a state 
convention to defeat Hearst, had been named Democratic 
committeeman from Illinois, with every prospect of control- 
ling future state conventions, he immediately wrote Judge 
Thompson to demand Mr. Sullivan’s resignation, on the 
ground that he was too closely allied with the big corporations 
and had won his place through fraud. 

The request created a furor but went unheeded. Sullivan 
remarked that the Czarism implicit in Bryan’s action was no 
part of the Democratic philosophy, and retained his place. 
But Bryan was comforted by Louis Post’s assurance that 
though the move had been a mistake from the viewpoint of 
practical politics, in the eyes of his “genuinely Democratic 
friends it was an admirable thing to have done. 

With his unfailing sense of the dramatic, Bryan played his 
most sensational card on the eve of his departure from Lon- 
don on July twenty-fourth. Before the Inter-Parliamentary 
Peace Conference he delivered a speech wherein he presented 
a plan for the establishment of a tribunal of impartial Powers 
which, after arbitration had been tried and before war could 
be declared, should pass upon the question of national honour 
under dispute. If President Roosevelt considered his sug- 
gestions beneath comment, there were others who might feel 
differently. He was right. The Peace Conference incorporated 
his plan in a resolution to be presented before the Conference 
at The H^ue. All the London papers printed his speech in 
full, and the London Times reviewed it in a lengthy and, 
for the Times, enthusiastic editorial, even while pointing out 
that Mr. Bryan had borrowed freely from the Anglo- 
American Arbitration Treaty and emphasizing the fact that 
while such exalted understandings might exist between 
friendly and enlightened nations like the United States and 
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Great Britain, “for the generality of Powers we can hardly 
regard Mr. Bryan’s resolution as anything but a counsel 
of perfection.”®^ 

Next day Bryan was presented in private audience to 
His Majesty King Edward VII. It was evidently a gayer 
occasion than his audience with the Mikado. From all that 
is known, the King and Bryan seem to have had a good time 
together. Bryan was himself and so was Edward. Nor in his 
own account of the interview, did William Jennings make 
capital of the fact that the audience was not sought by him, 
but suggested by the King.®* 

Perhaps he considered it no more than his due.^ 

The Bryans left England, accompanied by Millard Fill- 
more Dunlap and Colonel Weertman of St. Louis, to journey 
hurriedly through Holland, up the Rhine to Switzerland, 
through Italy and across to Spain. By the time they reached 
Granada, what with banquets and travel and heat, William 
Jennings found himself out of underwear. He could have 
bought himself a new suit, but the habit of years is hard to 
overcome, and no honours could turn the head of Mary 
Bryan. 

In the palatial suite of the Washington Irving Hotel she 
washed his underwear in a basin.®^ 

They boarded the Princess Irene at Gibraltar, which, unlike 
the Sphinx, was not a disappointment. Bryan was the centre 
of interest among the passengers. He entered with whole- 
hearted enthusiasm into the deck sports and talked to every- 
one.®® 

But for long hours he was closeted with Mrs. Bryan in 
their stateroom, carefully going over each word of his Madi- 
son Square Garden speech. He must be letter perfect. The 
chances of victory seemed greater than ever before. The 
speech would be his platform and determine his political 
future. The stakes were high. 

Every important Democrat was on hand for the Garden 
meeting. The home folks, led by James Dahlman, the “cow- 
boy mayor” of Omaha, had chartered a special train and 
come East a hundred strong. Even the railroads had caught 
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the fire of enthusiasm and made special rates for the trip* — 
concession to a private citizen not known since the days c 
Admiral Dewey's popularity. Pictures of Bryan were bein 
sold on the streets. On the night before his arrival, fiftee, 
senators and eighteen governors were in the City of Ne^ 
York. Next day it would have been hard to find a prominen 
Democrat outside of it. 

The Nebraskans chartered a tug and sailed down th 
harbour to meet the Princess Irene. Jim Dahlman brough 
his lasso down over the shoulders of the Peerless Leader 
who was lifted into the arms of clamorous friends. 

“The sight of you,” said Bryan happily, “is good for sor 
eyes.”®^ 

That night he slept on board the houseboat of L. F 
Nixon, and when the party stepped off Mr. Nixon’s privat 
yacht landing the next day it was Tom Taggart who firs 
shook Bryan’s hand. Roger Sullivan was there, too, bearinj 
no apparent grudge against “Czar” Bryan. 

It was a glorious home-coming. “ Has ever an America] 
citizen,” asked Frank Cobb in the World, “returned to such : 
delirious free-will greeting?” 

Madison Square Garden was sweltering hot that night 
It must have reminded Bryan of 1896, as he pushed his wa; 
through the throngs that blocked the streets. Inside th 
Garden he surveyed 

Democracy in all its modern forms — in the Bryan form of fre 
silver, in the Hearst form of public ownership, and in the Johnso 
form of populism. . . . Beneath the passion, beneath the rage c 
opinions and beneath the rabid uproar of the Bryan devotees coul 
be observed the quiet, orderly crowd of the anon3nnous, whos 
political beliefs were nebulous — the thousands who doubt an 
hesitate and recoil from creed to creed, and who had come to b 
convinced. . . . What they wanted most was Bryan — alwaj 
Bryan.®* 

Bryan stood before them. He was “like an idol hewn from 
block of stone,” and the idol pressed its lips tightly togethe 
and blinked its eyes to keep back the tears, but could noi 
The crowd cheered and cheered. 
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He began to speak. His eloquent plea for Democracy, his 
forensics against plutocracy were familiar enough. Direct 
election of senators, income tax, the trust question — out they 
came, the good old issues that he had cherished and sus- 
tained in the days of their adversity but that now, alas, in 
their prosperity could serve him no longer. He even made a 
polite and hearty reference to their adoption by the Re- 
publican party under Roosevelt. 

And then the bombshell burst. His statement to the re- 
porters in London had been no idle chatter. He was in- 
deed more radical than his party. For he said: 

I have already reached the conclusion that railroads partake 
so much of the nature of a monopoly that they must ultimately 
become public property and be managed by public officials in 
the interests of the whole country in accordance with the well 
defined theory that public ownership is necessary where competi- 
tion becomes impossible. I do not know that the country is ready 
for this change; I do not know that a majority of my own party 
favor it, but I believe that an increasing number of the members 
of all parties see in public ownership the only sure remedy for 
discrimination between persons and places, for extortionate rates 
for the carrying of freight and passengers. 

The rest went for nothing! The undisputed leader of the 
Democratic party, the personification of Democracy itself, 
had defined the issue of the 1908 campaign — government 
ownership of trunk-line railways. He had forced the issue 
into the open with a magnificent sweeping gesture. 

Hearst, the old enemy, was jubilant. Had Bryan actually 
entered his camp? He slipped out of his box before the end 
of the speech to arrange an immediate private conference 
with Bryan. 

The Republicans were jubilant. 

I drew a sigh of relief after reading Bryan’s speech [wrote Roose- 
velt to Lodge four days later]. I think he has helped us immensely. 
Down at bottom Bryan is a cheap soul. He felt that he had to take 
an attitude that would show he was really a great deal more 
radical than he was. 
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Roosevelt was wrong, Bryan had spoken with passion- 
ate conviction. His motives for advocating government owner- 
ship at this time were complex and no more purely altruistic 
than are the motives of most politicians. Yet of his belief in 
the policy there can be no doubt to the unpartisan mind. 
He had been harping on it in The Commoner for two years, 
despite the lack of any answering enthusiasm. He had dis- 
regarded the warning of John Sharp Williams,^® who, as 
official ambassador of the National Democratic Committee, 
had assured him in London that its introduction into the 
campaign at this stage would be bad politics. 

If he hedged later, it was not because he had ceased to 
believe, but because he wanted the nomination even more 
than he wanted government ownership. H e believed, but he 
was not willing to go to the stake for his belief. 

William Jennings Bryan was not of the stuff of which 
martyrs are made. 

Out in Normal the Methodist Episcopal Church gave the 
last of a series of receptions that marked Bryan’s progress 
across the country. After suitable speeches of welcome, Mrs. 
Bryan presented the church with two olive wood collection 
plates from Jerusalem, and William Jennings listened with a 
full heart to the singing of his favourite hymn; 

I’ll go where you want me to go, dear Lord, 

I’ll be what you want me to be. 



CHAPTER XXIV 


1908 

Bryan had always listened for the voice of the people 
before speaking. “The voice of the people shall be recog- 
nized,” he had said, “if not as the voice of God, at least 
as Bancroft defines it, as the best expression of the divine will 
to be found upon the earth.” If he had listened before Madi- 
son Square Garden, he had not heard aright; for now the 
voice spoke in accents harsh and denunciatory. It did not 
want government ownership of railroads. 

The moralist might speak bravely of fighting to convert 
the mistaken majority, but what course was left open to the 
practical politician? None, it seemed, but strategic retreat. 
It must have been an agonizing decision to make. If he 
abandoned the issue — or even laid it gently aside for future 
reference — ^where would he find another to mark the line 
of cleavage between Democrat and Republican ? 

No sooner were the words out of his mouth at Madison 
Square Garden than Roosevelt had taken all the safe ideas 
to himself. Now in early December he launched a special 
message to Congress, suggesting income and inheritance 
taxes, publicity on campaign contributions, and opposing the 
use of the navy for the collection of private debts. Bryan’s 
ideas; and Bryan did what he could to keep his head above 
water by printing the message together with the parallel 
passages from his own earlier speech!^ 

This technique brought out the essential identity of the 
two party leaders. The crying need was for a definition of 
their differences. Again and again Roosevelt was stealing 
the Bryan thunder, and the situation was so apparent to the 
public that a few months later Bryan was introduced as “a 
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great American whose policies now nominate the White 
House.”® 

Only to a mentality like Bryan’s could the social forces 
responsible for this phenomenon have remained obscure. 
In the years since 1896 he had seen Roosevelt rise to power 
through the exploitation of measures he knew to be his own, 
and it was natural to him to suppose that his agitation of 
those measures had so thoroughly aroused the conscience of 
the nation that the Republicans had been forced in self- 
defence to adopt them. The true explanation would never 
have occurred to him, nor would he have readily accepted it, 
had it been pointed out. 

As early as 1 896 the aleatory capitalism that had been prev- 
alent in the United States since 1870 was beginning to yield 
to a more beneficent conception of social life, defined by Dr. 
Charles Beard as social democracy. After 1896 its progress 
was rapid and the peak of its development was reached in 
the early years of Wilson’s administration. Inevitably the 
reforms characteristic of the movement were absorbed by 
the party in power, and it was for those very reforms that 
Bryan had been first to fight, prompted by that instinct that 
made him the people’s leader. Therefore he mistook what was 
a natural social development for the work of his own hand, 
and though it was gratifying to have been proven right, it 
was less gratifying to be ousted as leader of the righteous 
cause. 

He stood between the devil of government ownership of 
railroads and the deep sea of an issueless campaign. To fight 
for the former courted disaster. There was always the chance 
that in the deep sea he might happen on a bright and glitter- 
ing fish. 

So softly the drums began to beat the retreat: 

Until the people are ready for ownership, it \The Commoner\ will 
urge regulation of the strictest kind under the most favorable cir- 
cumstances.® 

The people (and the politicians) were unanimously in 
favour of a campaign along the lines of 1896 and 1900. So 
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early in February 1907 Bryan, accompanied by Mrs. Bryan, 
started on a three months’ speaking tour of the West. His 
first concern was to undo the mischief he had done, to soothe, 
to reassure, to make perfectly clear his true stand on the 
question of government ownership, which seemed somehow 
in danger of misinterpretation. 

It was the word “ultimately” that saved him. He pointed 
out that he had been 

careful to say that he did not know that the country was ready 
for it, or that a majority of the Democrats favoured it. Mr. Bryan 
[editorial third person] has no desire to force government owner- 
ship upon the country, and he would be powerless to force govern- 
ment ownership upon the country against the will of the people, 
even if he desired to do so. . . . It is not necessary — * 

And one can almost see him climbing up the rescuing rope 

— to abandon one’s views of things ultimately, in order to act 
upon things immediate. 

Had he wavered from the beginning, or was it an act of 
God that led him to introduce that saving word into his 
speech? The only trouble was that the “things immediate” 
lingered coyly beyond the horizon and refused to be coaxed 
out. To cap the climax, whether as a piece of bold strategy 
or characteristic obtuseness, he actually went so far as to 
write to the fVail Street Journal^ the Capitalists’ Own, that 
in his opinion there was “no hurry about government owner- 
ship.” 

Certainly this position found no opposition in that quarter. 

The Wall Street youmal was not the only newspaper that 
needed conciliating. Mr. Hearst, after his talk with Bryan on 
the occasion of the Madison Square Garden speech, had un- 
doubtedly resolved to support him to the last ditch on the 
government ownership issue. With Mr. Bryan deserting the 
issue, what was Mr. Hearst to do ? He decided to form a new 
party, the Independence League, and announced its birth 
May 3, 1907. His erstwhile ally, somewhat nonplussed, 
magnanimously welcomed the new party and expressed his 
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conviction that it would rally to the support of Democracy- 
in the end, as the Populists had done in 1896. 

Satisfied that the West was bursting with promise of an 
abundant harvest of votes, Bryan turned to New England, 
where he also found himself popular. Compromise had its 
compensations. Even in New York City, stronghold of his 
enemies, the evidences of good will on all sides warmed his 
heart as a foretaste of what was to come. There he struck 
his first real blow for one of the fish he found in the sea — 
publicity on campaign contributions. 

The objection to the campaign funds that are contributed 
secretly, and spent secredy, is that they are contributed for a pur- , 
pose that the public does not understand, and to carry out a policy 
against the public. 

He made it clear that his battle was against the corporations. 
He realized, he said, that the individual could be moved to 
the contribution of large sums only through motives of 
patriotism, but corporations were not so altruistic. He urged 
that all large corporation contributions be made public bejore 
election day, and that failure to comply be made a penal 
offence. 

As an interlude to political campaigning he served as com- 
mencement orator in many sections of the country, and 
wherever he spoke his topic was Faith — faith in one’s self,,, 
faith in mankind, faith in God, and faith in our form of gov- 
ernment. But neither by faith nor any other healing miracle 
could he quite exorcise the devil he had raised in government 
ownership, until on July twenty-sixth he made the following 
emphatic statement in The Commoner: 

Government ownership is not an immediate issue. The large 
majority of the people still hope for effective regulation, and while 
they so hope, they will not consider ownership. While many Demo- 
crats believe — and Mr. Bryan is one of the number — that public 
ownership offers the ultimate solution of the problem, still, those 
who believe that the public will finally in self defence be driven 
to o-wnership recognize that regulation must be tried under the 
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most favorable circumstances, before the masses will be ready to 
try a more radical remedy. 

Regulation cannot be sufficiently tried within the next year, 
and there is no desire anywhere to make government ownership 
an issue in 1908. ... To inject government ownership into the 
next campaign would simply give representatives of the railroads 
a chance to dodge the issue of regulation and deceive the public. 

Having settled that business to his own satisfaction, he was 
free to turn his attention elsewhere. 

In September Oklahoma had its first elections. Bryan had 
exercised an important influence on the writing of the new 
state’s constitution, and he was present to support it and 
to help Democracy elect a governor. The candidate was 
C. N. Haskell. 

He was a friend when I needed friends [Bryan told the people], 
< I am glad to be able to pay back in this campaign a part of the debt 
that I owe Mr. Haskell for his services ... so strong, so able, so 
faithful a Democrat. 

The constitution was adopted and Haskell elected, but 
Bryan was later to regret his championship. 

In Nebraska, where this period marked the height of his 
power, he wrote the platform and named the candidate for 
the state ticket. It was growing evident that publicity on 
campaign funds was to be for him the outstanding issue of 
the campaign, and in Nebraska he concentrated on it to 
the complete disregard of government ownership. The 
convention was persuaded to come out against corporation 
contributions and in favour of adequate publicity for large 
donations. 

It was not only in Nebraska that things were going his 
way. His stock in the Democratic party was high and stead- 
ily mounting. In New York he received a tremendous ova- 
tion, and, though he spoke three times, there were still 
crowds turned away. 

In Mr. Sullivan’s State of Illinois a monster rally was held 
to honour him. The real indications of his approaching 
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victory at the convention lay deeper than these surface 
demonstrations. They lay in an indefinable atmosphere of 
success, in a consciousness, all-pervading, though it rose 
from undefinable sources, that Bryan was the man of the 
hour. 

To oppose Bryan in those days [1907-8] [wrote Arthur Wallace 
Dunn] was almost Democratic treason ... to be suspected of dis- 
loyalty was almost like buying a ticket to private life.® 

xAnd Frank Kent’s comment is: 

There were some bitter protests and much talk of a fight with 
him, but there was no one to make it. The Bryan sentiment was a 
concrete political fact that caused most of the Democrats in Con- 
gress to accept his leadership without question. Among certain 
conservative senators a movement started looking to the rejection 
of Bryan as a candidate . . . but the movement got nowhere. . . . 
From the beginning of 1907 [there was] no doubt at all about his 
nomination.^ 

It was this "Bryan sentiment” that rendered harmless the 
attacks made against him. People might talk ironically of 
his “divine right”® to the nomination. Watterson, alienated 
by government ownership, might thunder that “hope lessens 
of Democracy until 'William Jennings Bryan is politically 
dead.” The New York Sun might scoff at party issues by 
defining a Republican “ at the present time ... as a descend- 
ant of the followers of Lincoln who has appropriated all the 
doctrines of William Jennings Bryan”;® and Joseph Pulitzer 
might suggest to his editors that they play variations on the 
theme, "What is the real difference between the Democratic 
and Republican parties? Pulitzer might, in fact he did, 
do worse, for he draped out the story of the Belmont-Ryan 
contribution in 1904. But all to no avail. 

Even the rumour that James Guffey of Pennsylvania, who 
had pres6nted Bryan with a stained-glass window for Fair- 
view in 1905, was planning to send an anti-Bryan delegation 
to the convention, and the New York World’s suggestion 
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that New York do likewise, had not the desired effect. Bryan 
was too firmly entrenched. Nothing could shake him. 

His sense of security seemed to be producing an unfortu- 
nate effect upon his conduct. More than a hint of arrogance 
appeared. 

You people complain [he said] because I have declared for in- 
itiative and referendum. That ought to be an issue. I will drive 
every man out of the Democratic party who does not support it.^^ 

And when Senator Daniel suggested to him that some of the 
issues for which he had stood in the past had proved to be 
wrong, and that he might be wrong again, he answered: “I 
have always been right.” 

The righteous man was forgetting the inheritance of the 
meek and gave further evidence of the fact when, after having 
accepted an invitation to speak at the New York Demo- 
cratic banquet in April he learned that Woodrow Wilson 
and not himself was to be the speaker of the day, and can- 
celled his acceptance. A strange prelude to a remarkable ad- 
venture in cooperation and discord. 

At intervals he attacked the trusts, and tried to kill two 
birds with one stone by badgering Joseph Pulitzer to reveal 
his connection with them. Pulitzer refused to be provoked, 
even when The Commoner bloomed with the headlines 

A FULL GROWN QUESTION 

What is the Extent of the Financial Interest 
Held by Joseph Pulitzer, Owner of the New 
York World, in Railroad Companies and 
Great Corporations Commonly Known 
As Trusts? 

Pulitzer refused to answer, but William Howard Taft, al- 
ready known as the Republican choice for the nomination, 
issued a statement on the general question of trusts, that 
Bryan regarded as inadequate. For Bryan there was only 
one adequate solution of the trust problem — to exterminate 
the trusts. Black was black, not gray. 
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The Conference of Natural Resources at the White House 
in May, a gathering of the great from the President down 
and including Andrew Carnegie, James J. Hill, John Mitchell, 
the labour leader, and Tom Johnson, was chosen as occasion 
for another anti-trust blast. In a picture Bryan is shown 
seated between Carnegie and James J. Hill.^^ As a magnani- 
mous opening gesture and with perhaps a sidelong glance at 
“party harmony,” he offered a resolution “that the con- 
ference express its deep regret that ex-President Cleveland 
is prevented by sickness from participating in this historical 
meeting and express its sincere hope for a speedy recovery.” 
The resolution was passed. Then he rose to give utterance 
to one of those felicitous phrases that have passed into the 
very texture of our public life: 

There is no twilight zone [he said] between the nation and the 
state ... in which exploiting interests can take refuge from both, 
and my observation is that most — ^not all, but most — of the con- 
tentions over the line between nation and state are traceable to 
predatory corporations which are trying to shield themselves from 
deserved restraining regulation. 

The trusts, apparently, were supposed to be shorn of their 
last refuge by this speech. 

There was little more to be done politically, and Bryan 
was content to await the results at Fairview. Against his 
domestic background he was an amiable figure. Although his 
property had just been evaluated at ^84,500,^® he opened the 
door to callers himself, while the Negro servant read a novel 
in an easy chair.“ Bryan was notoriously easy with his serv- 
ants, and they sometimes took advantage of his generosity. 
He found time to attend three weddings in ten days and to 
buy gifts for each of the brides. 

There seemed to be no ill will in him, even against Joseph 
Pulitzer. When a World reporter called for an interview, he 
was received with the utmost friendliness, even taken into 
the bosom of the family. For William Jennings was about to 
accompany Mrs. Bryan into town to buy some chairs, and 
he invited the reporter into the two-seated rig with them, 
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behind the horses, Silas and John. And while the candidate 
made his purchases the reporter held the reins.^® 

Ail was now in readiness for the convention, which Bryan 
did not propose to attend himself. He sent his brother 
Charley. A tent was pitched in the yard at Fairview with 
telegraph and telephone connection to Denver. 

On July seventh that city was in a tumult. The Nebras- 
kans entered the Convention Hall, bearing a red, white, and 
blue banner with Bryan’s picture painted on it. The demon- 
stration that greeted them, says William Allen White, was 
“the greatest ever made in history.”^® Only one discordant 
note was struck. From Pennsylvania there arrived two dele- 
gations — one, headed by James Guffey, definitely opposed 
to Bryan. For a time it looked so much as though the Guffey 
delegation might be seated, that Charley Bryan went so 
far as to propose a compromise with them;^^ but in vain. 
The day was saved, however, when the Committee on Cre- 
dentials threw the delegation out, on the ground that their 
credentials were not in order and that proof was available 
showing that they had used seventeen hundred Repub- 
lican votes at the primaries, to insure their election. 

At Fairview Bryan made a short speech on the subject: 
“Mr. Guffey, national committeeman, deliberately and wil- 
fully sought to defeat what he knew to be the expressed will 
of the Democrats of Pennsylvania. ... I have notified Mr. 
Guffey that wherever my opinion has been asked, I have 
stated that I would regard his selection as unfortunate.” 

Eight hundred telegrams passed between Charley Bryan 
and his brother, and finally William Jennings was nominated 
Democratic candidate for the Presidency for the third time, 
having received 888J votes out of a possible 994 on the first 
ballot. The platform on which he proposed to run defied the 
trusts, demanded a revision of the tariff and publicity on 
campaign contributions before election. 

Government ownership was not an issue of the campaign. 

The man to oppose Bryan had been selected at Theodore 
Roosevelt’s dictation. William Howard Taft was no more 
than a competent administrator, whom Roosevelt’s endorse- 



1908 


285 


ment had given enormous prestige among the progressive 
Republicans! while the conservatives rallied to him in 
the hope that he would prove less aggressive than his spon- 
sor. He did not seem an irresistible adversary. Everything 
was shaping up for an issueless campaign with Bryan fighting 
a weak antagonist. 

On July twenty-fourth the Democratic National Com- 
mittee met at Fairview^ with Mr. Sullivan of Chicago still 
a member. It was voted that the utmost publicity be given 
campaign contributions. No single contribution might ex- 
ceed $10,000. All contributions over $ioo were to be plainly 
recorded. None over $ioo would be accepted within the last 
three days of the campaign. A month later Bryan delivered 
his speech of acceptance. The railroads that had made 
special rates for those wishing to hear Taft (surely a signif- 
icant indication of the true aspect of affairs) failed to extend 
a similar courtesy to Bryan.^® 

Recognizing [said William Jennings Bryan] that I am indebted 
for my nomination to the rank and file of our party, and that my 
election must come, if it comes at all, from the unpurchased and 
unpurchasable suffrages of the American people, I promise, if 
entrusted with the responsibilities of this high office, to consecrate 
whatever ability I have to the one purpose of making this, in fact, 
a government in which the people rule — a government which 
will do justice to all, and offer to everyone the highest possible 
stimulus to great and persistent effort, by assuring to each the 
enjoyment of his just share of the proceeds of his toil, no matter in 
what part of the vineyard he labors, or to what occupation, pro- 
fession or calling he devotes himself. 

He was still bearing the crusader’s banner high on the open 
road, but it is difficult to reconcile with the crusading spirit 
what was going on behind closed doors. 

William Jennings Bryan had apparently made up his mind 
that to collect votes, whatever their source might be, was 
more important than to stick to principles. Senator Petti- 
grew of North Dakota had spent a week with him at Fair- 
view before the convention and at Bryan’s invitation 
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stopped there again on his return. And Bryan made what 
might have seemed a singular request in view of his brave 
words of an earlier day. Knowing of his intimacy with Boss 
Sullivan of Chicago, he asked Pettigrew to bear him a mes- 
sage from the Democratic nominee — to say that Sullivan 
would receive “ due and proper consideration if Bryan were 
elected; that he would be “consulted about affairs” in his 
locality; and that his “political importance would be recog- 
nized.”^® The same message was to be delivered to Boss 
Murphy of New York and to Arthur Brisbane. 

What had become of Bryan’s repudiation of an unworthy 
political associate, his denial that any candidate had a right 
to make his “action depend upon expediency”? Perhaps it 
was again a question of ultimate good. 

Pettigrew had no trouble with Sullivan or Murphy; but 
Brisbane was another story. “Bryan doesn’t know enough 
to be President,” he told the messenger. “He is a provincial 
fellow, prejudiced by his training.” Pettigrew had his 
answer ready. He asked Mr Brisbane how much money he 
had made during the preceding year through his writings. 

“About $70,000,” was the reply. 

“That’s nothing. Bryan made $100,000 from the sale of 
his books and through his lectures, and yet you say Bryan 
doesn’t know enough to be President.”®® 

Unfortunately, Mr. Brisbane refused to be shaken even 
by this peculiarly American argument. 

The campaign was dull. Hearst from Paris cabled a re- 
fusal to support Bryan, coupling it with the information that 
his support had been sought by Gompers. Gompers denied 
it.®^ Bryan said Hearst’s platform was practically identical 
with his.®® But Clarence Darrow, disgusted by Bryan’s many 
retreats, went over to Hearst. The National Manufacturers’ 
Association sent out a four-page leaflet advocating that busi- 
ness men unite, regardless of party, to defeat Bryan. Bryan 
said he was sure of election because Americans would not vote 
for a man who did not believe in the divinity of Christ!®* 

Haskell of Oklahoma was made treasurer of the National 
i^^ommittee, and became the source of the principal exdte- 
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merit of the campaign. For Hearst made the charge that 
Haskell in 1888 used his influence to secure favour for the 
Standard Oil Company; and Roosevelt hinted that his ap- 
pointment indicated an insincerity in Bryan’s attitude 
toward trusts. But Bryan replied that he for one had been 
ignorant of Haskell’s oil connections, nor did he believe 
them to be common knowledge. If they were, why had Taft 
allowed him to become Governor of Oklahoma At any rate, 
said Brvan, his resignation had been offered and accepted 
at once. That the resignation was offered at Bryan’s request, 
a fact vouched for by Claude G. Bowers,^ was not revealed. 

The Sun found “no one excited” by the campaign “but 
the'performers.”^® 

The Times and Herald agreed that Roosevelt could run 
on Bryan’s platform without discomfort. Despite aU the good 
work Bryan had put in for publicity on campaign funds, it 
had not proved to be the impressive issue he needed, and 
when Taft came out in agreement with him,' specifying only 
that publicity need not be before election, most of its tenu- 
ous worth evaporated. As a final blow, Taft announced, with 
Roosevelt’s approbation but without regard to his platform, 
that he favoured income taxes. No wonder the Washington 
Post commented that “people refuse to go into hysteria in 
1908 over the puny little questions that divide the two 
parties”! 

At Fairview on election night Bryan went upstairs at ten 
o’clock to be alone. At eleven he sent a message of thanks to 
his neighbours for carrying his own precinct. He was confi- 
dent to the last and conceded victory only when his cause 
had been hopelessly and obviously lost. 

“If I could regard the defeat as a purely personal one,” 
he wrote a few days later in The Commoner , “I would con- 
sider it a blessing rather than a misfortune, for I am relieved 
of the burdens and responsibilities of an ofEce, that is at- 
tractive only in proportion as it gives opportunity to render 
a larger public service.” But for the party the message is 
“A BATTLE LOST— A WAR BUT BEGUN!” 

In his bafflement at his crushing defeat, Bryan asked the 
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readers of The Commoner to write letters giving their version 
of the reasons for his failure. 

He ran them for weeks under the heading: 

SOLVING THE MYSTERY OF I908 

But for William Jennings Bryan it was a mystery never 
to be solved. 



CHA PTE R XXV 


TOWARD PROHIBITION 

The friend of the people had again been rejected by the 
people. Few men can become habituated to defeat. William 
Jennings Bryan was one of them. Did he believe that victory 
was still a possibility; or was there some inner prompting 
that told him that his was a voice too important to be 
stilled? Between the triumph of righteousness, he came to 
argue, and political success, there was no necessary connec- 
tion. 

What was righteousness in 1908 ? 

1908 . . . Cleveland, the last living Democrat who had oc- 
cupied the White House, died. . . . The march of science had 
tunnelled the East River from Manhattan to Brooklyn. . . . 
President Eliot resigned from Harvard. . . . Harry Thaw 
was committed to Matteawan, acquitted of the murder of 
Stanford White. . . . The future “Saviour of the World,” 
Woodrow Wilson, was making himself into Presidential 
timber. . . . The prelude to the World War, unrecognized by 
those who listened, was being played: H. H. Asquith be- 
came Prime Minister of England. . . . France and Germany 
wrangled over Morocco. . . . Austro-Serbian antagonism 
flared. 

Bryan turned his eyes toward South America. It was 
there that he carried his message of good will. In Peru he 
told his listeners: “There is more idealism in the United 
States than anywhere else in the world. The people of the 
United States are doing more in an unselfish way for the 
benefit of the human race.”’^ Idealism, not guns and capital, 
is the conquering force. 

Idealism was all very well. But his discussion of the 
Panama Canal became an exercise in economics. “The 
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canal should be open to the commerce of the world,” he 
wrote in the New York World, “without other charge than 
that necessary for expense of operation and maintenance. 
This policy is demanded in the interests of our own people. 
Every dollar collected in tolls increases the rates charged 
for transcontinental lines.” 

Again, the conflict of idealism and practice would arise 
to plague him, when his task became actual statecraft and 
not the delivery of oratorical good will ! 

The South American tour was an unqualified success. 
“Even the bitterest critics of William Jennings Bryan,” said 
a New Orleans daily, “should feel kindly to him because 
of the good work he is now doing for his own country in 
South America.” 

However his speeches in foreign countries may have ad- 
vanced his moral prestige, however much it may have 
proved pleasurable to him to travel, his first significant polit- 
ical act following 1908 was his entrance into the prohibition 
controversy — and yet was it not as moralist rather than 
politician that he approached the question? 

From now on William Jennings was the moralist. Prohi- 
bition! Peace! God! 

Although he had been a teetotaler all his life, although his 
lips had never touched liquor, he must have forgotten that 
in 1890 he had been sent to Congress by the saloon. Pri- 
vately he had opposed liquor, and especially the saloon. He 
had talked temperance on Chautauqua circuits, but politi- 
cally he had found it convenient to be non-partisan. In 1890 
he had said: “The prohibitionists and anti-prohibitionists 
are in two classes. The people who, in exercising their per- 
sonal rights, use liquor, do not interfere with those who do 
not. The other side should be as honourable. It is unjust for 
one man to say that another must Tike like I.’” 

In 1890 he had argued with Pussyfoot Johnson against 
prohibition. 

But in twenty years a man may change his mind. 

He now felt that his hesitation had justifiably earned 
for him the blame of the parents of the land. Yet even now 
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he could not bring himself to make an immediate declara- 
tion for national prohibition. He approached that posi- 
tion gingerly, through the issue of county option. 

The opportunity for him to make his declaration came 
through an impasse in Nebraska state politics. Nebraska 
had tried local option and found it a failure. The saloon 
keepers of a town that declared itself dry removed themselves 
across the town line and set up business there. This might 
be an inconvenience for both drinkers and dealers, but it 
was hardly prohibition. Local option having failed, the ques- 
tion of county option now rose to take its place, and Bryan 
declared himself in favour of county option. 

The arena for the battle was the State Convention at 
Grand Island, Nebraska, on July 26, 1910. Three parties 
were represented. One was led by Dahlman, who had backed 
Bryan for Congress in 1890, who had received the Ryan- 
Belmont money in 1904 and in 1906 had joyously lassoed 
his friend on his return from Europe. Dahlman was defi- 
nitely opposed to county option. The second party was led 
by Governor Shallenberger, who tried to straddle the issue 
by announcing that while neither he nor his party advocated 
the county option bill, yet he would not veto it if it were 
passed. The third, a decided minority, was led by Bryan 
and demanded that a plank be inserted in the platform de- 
claring for county option as the best method of dealing with 
the liquor question. 

From the moment that Bryan entered the convention 
tent, the hostility was apparent. Hardly had he seated him- 
self when a resolution was presented, the sole aim of which 
was to prevent Bryan from speaking on county option 
until the convictions of the delegates had been recorded. 
Bryan was on his feet in an instant to oppose the move and, 
as though to indicate what was coming, he lost. When 
he finally rose to speak in favour of county option, he was 
greeted by as many boos as cheers. 

It must have pained him to listen to the hoots of those 
whose friend he had been for so long. He spoke to them 
pleadingly. Let them not accuse him of indifference to party 
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harmony. Had not harmony reigned in Nebraska for sixteen 
years? Whose doing was that, if not William Jennings 
Bryan’s? “Can you believe that anything less than an im- 
perative sense of duty would lead me to differ from you? 
Never in my life have I performed a duty that I less desired 
to perform; and never have I felt more sure that I was per- 
forming a duty.” 

His eloquent plea did not avail. Sentiment was pitted 
against the political control of the liquor interests, and 
sentiment was an inadequate weapon. When the balloting 
ended Bryan found himself hopelessly defeated and repudi- 
ated by the party in which he had been a dominant influence 
for fourteen years. Was it a sign that his leadership was 
weakening? 

He had undoubtedly shown great moral courage in taking 
and maintaining his stand, and that he was sustained in 
defeat by a belief in its righteousness can hardly be disputed. 
'“I dreaded, as I have never dreaded anything before, enter- 
ing a discussion where I might find myself out of harmony 
with those men whom I have loved and with whom I have 
worked for years.” But “we never espoused a more righteous 
cause; we never faced an enemy more deserving of attack. 
If a retreat is to be sounded, it must be sounded by another. 
I shall never do it, never, never, never!” 

These are not the words of political expediency but of 
passionate faith. 

It is equally apparent, however, that other elements en- 
tered into the situation. Bryan’s own explanation was that 
he was forced into active resistance by the liquor men when, 
by lobbying, they made county option an issue. But a certain 
vindictiveness seems to have played its part. After all, it is 
diificult to go down three times to defeat, retaining one’s 
charity for all, and when Bryan arose for the third time 
there was evident in his temper a strain of rigidity, a note 
of intolerance that had not been marked before. 

Again and again he made reference to the fact that the 
liquor interests, despite his own deliberate non-resistance, 
had given material aid to his enemies in 1908.® He held them 
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responsible for the fact that initiative and referendum had 
not been made an issue; he accused them of having traded 
him off in Nebraska and Missouri, in Ohio and Indiana, in 
Illinois and New York, insisting, meantime, that personal 
rancour found no place in his heart. Yet at Grand Island he 
had called them heatedly a “band of political assassins”; 
which implies more than moral distaste. 

The convention nominated Dahlman for Governor, and 
Bryan fought the election of his old friend fiercely, even 
going so far as to announce that he had prayed for his 
defeat and the election of the Republican candidate, who 
had declared for county option. 

“In speaking for the State ticket,” Bryan said, “I shall 
not be able to present any arguments in favour of Mr. Dahl- 
man. His position on the liquor question makes that im- 
possible. . . . [It] would embarrass me in the fight that I ex- 
pect to make hereafter to save our party from the odii^ of 
being the representative of the liquor interests.” Dafilman 
was defeated and Bryan declared his intention of crusading, 
both at political meetings and on the Chautauqua circuit, 
against the liquor interests.® But he would confine himself 
to the question of county option. If the issue were to be 
made a national one, then the liquor people had made it so, 
as they had made it a state issue. 

Bryan had been badly beaten. County option had carried 
the state, but not through his agency. The fact that the 
Democrats had been defeated in Nebraska, in this year of 
Democratic victories in other states, was of itself significant. 
His political position was most insecure at this moment, 
and he was never to recover security. Yet his decline was 
neither precipitous nor immediate. He was to make remark- 
able recoveries and his influence over that element, repre- 
sented by ,the six and a half millions who had voted for 
him in 189’^, remained long a powerful factor in the councils 
of the Democratic party. He still occupied an enviable emi-. 
nence but it was no longer preeminence; and his increasing 
insistence on his own prestige, his growing rigidity and in- 
tolerance, his assumptions of dictatorship, were sympto- 
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matic of the fact that he needed carefully to manage his 
power, to make it effective at all. 

That the weakening of his own position should have come 
at a time when his party was gaining in strength all along 
the line added irony to the situation and did nothing to 
alleviate whatever bitterness now tinged his outlook. 

Daily the prospects for the Democrats grew brighter. It 
grew increasingly clear that they were going to be able, 
barring accidents, to elect their man President in 1912. 

Liberalism was the watchword of the hour^ and the 
Republicans under Taft were showing no disposition to adopt 
it. The tariff revision, pledged by Taft’s platform, had re- 
sulted in the Payne-iildrich Bill that revised the tariff up- 
ward, and not down as had been expected. The President’s 
speech at Winona, Minnesota, defending it as “the best 
tariff bill that the Republican party had ever framed and 
. . . the best the country had ever had” aroused a storm 
of protest and aligned the liberal Republicans against the 
administration. Taft was in favour of conservation of nat- 
ural resources; but he had been unfortunate enough to create 
exactly the opposite impression. This so widened the breach 
that not even the enactment into law of a number of liberal 
policies — ^notably the parcel post and postal savings sys- 
tems — could serve to heal it. As for the Federal campaign 
publicity act passed at this time, none but the wilfully 
partisan would have denied that the credit and honour for 
its passage were chiefly due to William Jennings Bryan. 

This prevailing dissatisfaction with Taft found voice in 
the elections of 1910. In New Jersey Woodrow Wilson de- 
feated the Republican candidate for Governor, who was up 
for reelection. Maine and Massachusetts went Democratic. 
Judson Harmon, Democratic Governor of Ohio, was re- 
elected by many more votes than had originally gone to 
elect him. In New York State the Republican candidate for 
Governor, even with the support of Theodore Roosevelt, 
went down to defeat before the Democratic candidate. In 
the national elections the Democrats gained control of the 
Senate and the House, overthrowing Uncle Joe Cannon, 
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and made an end of Cannonism. And worst of all, from die 
standpoint of Republican prospects, Theodore Roosevelt 
began to make it very clear that he was displeased with his 
heir and a parting of the ways was imminent. 

Bryan entered the 1912 campaign with the defeat at Grand 
Island weighing upon him. Far from being subdued, he 
seemed surer of himself than ever before. His tendency 
toward dogmatism, which in 1909 had moved Senator Bailey 
to remark, drily, that there had been a time “when Mr. 
Bryan did not regard a Democratic platform exacdy as a 
Christian regards the Ten Commandments,” was apparendy 
intensified. He had travelled a long way from the man who 
had been willing to give support of a kind to Judge Parker 
and even from the Bryan of two short years before, who had 
reversed himself and accepted the judgment of the rank 
and file, that government ownership of railways was not a 
suitable issue for a national campaign. 

The Democratic platform was now to be regarded in the 
light of a political revelation, and he who departed there- 
from was a heretic.® Firmly clutching his yardstick, Bryan 
prepared to measure aspiring candidates for the Democratic 
nomination in 1912. 

Three seemed to Bryan most worthy of serious considera- 
tion: Champ Clark, Speaker of the House; Judson Harmon, 
Governor of Ohio; and Woodrow Wilson, Governor of New 
Jersey. Occasionally he would characteristically befog the 
issue by mentioning with seeming favour men like Governor 
Folk of Missouri or Senator Culberson of Texas. 

To these and others he sent a questionnaire, designed to 
ascertain their orthodoxy and laying great stress on the 
positions they had taken in earlier campaigns, “for a man 
who went wrong in any of these campaigns is still wrong, 
unless he has undergone a revolutionary change of senti- 
ment.”® With the exception of Folk and Marshall, who 
never reached more than the status of favourite sons, the 
candidates refused to attend “Mr. Bryan’s school session”;'^ 
but he was swerved in no wise from his course, and continued 
to wield the pedagogue’s pointer whenever he got the chance. 
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Despite his less commanding position, however, and the 
blunders into which his dogmatism led him, his mfluence 
was acknowledged and sought by every faction within the 
party that had any hope of getting it. And when in a speech 
delivered August 14, 191 1, at Columbus, Ohio, he turned his 
thumbs down on Judson Harmon as a suspected friend of 
Wall Street and the saloons, the backers of Champ Clark 
and Woodrow Wilson began vying with one another for his 
favour, each feeling that the other was his only formidable 
rival, except for the ever-present possibility that William 
Jennings still considered himself a candidate. 

Whatever his secret thoughts may have been, it was a 
possibility that Bryan consistently denied. All through 1911 
and the early months of 1912 he published letters from his 
readers, urging him to run, together with emphatic assur- 
ances that he had no intention of running- By this device he 
underlined his own power and prevented the political situa- 
tion from jelling prematurely. Three times Champ Clark, 
who declared himself unwilling to compete against Bryan, 
since they drew their support from the same sections of 
the country, asked him whether he meant to run, and three 
times Bryan answered in the negative.® 

But with his interest unengaged elsewhere, he showed him- 
self strangely reluctant to come out emphatically for either 
of the leading candidates. He was perfectly willing to hear 
all that might be said in their favour, but he would not 
actively advocate the cause of one or the other. In The 
Commoner he devoted as much space to Wilson, the stranger, 
as to Clark, his friend, though the latter felt that that 
friendship should have given him the edge. Had he not en- 
thusiastically supported Bryan during his own campaigns, 
and — in 1896 — at considerable financial sacrifice? 

But William Jennings refused to be stampeded. He in- 
vited Champ Clark to his birthday party on March 20, 1911, 
in order, so he said, to give notice that he regarded him as 
an “available man for the nomination.” He commended 
him highly on April fourteenth for his speech at the opening 
of Congress. 




Bryan’s Return from Europe, from a Drawing by 
E. Flohri in Leslie's Weekly 




{PhotOiraph h Paul Thompson, York) 

Bryan in 1908, Standing Before the Office of the 
Commoner at Lincoln 
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But at the JefFerson Club of Iowa on May first, “he paid 
particularly strong tribute to Governor Wilson of New 
Jersey” and “spoke a little of Speaker Clark of the House.” 

On September first he graciously admitted Clark to be a 
great improvement over Cannon ; but on November twenty- 
fourth he showed the direction of his thoughts by accusing 
the Speaker of sacrificing his gifts for leadership in order 
to preserve harmony between all groups within the party. 

Who will lead [wrote Bryan] ? Mr. Clark is . . . right on all public 
questions. Will he step forward and order a charge ? Or will he act 
as umpire and watch the fight? He won his spurs as a fighter; and 
he cannot hope to retain the confidence of his friends, if he turns 
the leadership over to another. 

If Mr. Clark had exhibited as Speaker the qualities of leadership 
that made him Speaker, he would now be without a rival in the 
race for the presidential nomination. He has time yet to make 
himself a formidable candidate, but to do so he must LEAD. 

But if he refused to throw his support whole-heartedly for 
his friend, he withheld it with equal deliberation from the 
stranger, and weighing one against the other, he found for 
neither. 

Woodrow Wilson had not fought with the Democrats in 
1896,. and he had made some exceedingly disparaging re- 
marks about their candidate. Since Bryan’s political infor- 
mation was exhaustive, he perhaps knew that Wilson had 
absolutely refused to have his name discussed for the Vice 
Presidential nomination in 1908, if Bryan were the candi- 
date.® These were black marks against him. 

But his startling, and dramatic defiance of the state bosses 
of New Jersey in February 1911, when he was only Governor- 
elect, had gone far to redeem him in Bryan’s eyes. In accord- 
ing Wilson’s conduct full praise on this occasion, Bryan sug- 
gested that his misstep in 1896 might have been due to ig- 
norance of the factions with which he, Bryan, had been con- 
tending, and went on to say: 

The first contest will come in the eflFort of the special interests 
to control the Democratic national convention of 1912. . . . Let us 



298 THE PEERLESS LEADER 

hope that in that great contest Governor Wilson will be found 
speaking the same language he spoke during the New Jersey sena- 
torial contest, fighting the same battle for the upbuilding of a 
Democratic party that shall be free from the domination of 
special interests. 

Still William Jennings would go no farther than to “hope,” 
not even at the urgency of Colonel E. M. House, who had 
been good enough in 1898 to find him a place in Texas where 
he might take his daughter Grace for her health. The Colonel 
had always, as a Democrat, been interested in national 
politics, but had held aloof while Bryan was all-powerful. 

In 1911, convinced that Bryan’s chances for securing the 
nomination were slim. House cast about for a star to which 
he might hitch his wagon, and finally picked on Wilson as 
the brightest. Taking advantage of his long acquaintance 
with Bryan, he sounded him on the prospects of his support.^ 
House found in him an agreeable and willing listener who 
would not commit himself. 

In November 1911 Bryan went with his wife to Jamaica, 
after having promised politely to read with interest any 
press clippings or other bits of information relating to Gov- 
ernor Wilson that Colonel House might choose to send him. 
For his own part, he proposed to read regularly only the 
New York World and the Washington Post, papers that were 
hostile to him. 

En route to Jamaica the Bryans were shipwrecked, but 
with no ill effect. On the contrary. Good sprang from evil, 
for it resulted in the enactment into law of a bill framed 
by Bryan, providing that all vessels should carry two wireless 
operators, that the key might be manned day and night.“ 

He never had difiiculty in seeing the obvious. 
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Faith in God, belief in Christ and confi- 
dence in the people, these three explain such 
success as I have achieved. To lead one must 
believe in the triumph of the truth and he 
cannot do this unless he believes in God. To 
lead one must also know the truth — and 
"Christ is the way, the truth and the life.' 
To lead one must be going in the same direc- 
tion as the people and to do this he must 
not only sympathize with them, but trust 
them." 

William Jennings Bryan. 
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BALTIMORE 

Colonel house let no grass grow beneath his feet. 
Bryan had hardly arrived in Jamaica before the promised 
letters began to follow him. House’s task, was clear. He had 
to convince Bryan that, whatever had been the cause of 
Wilson’s unorthodoxy in 1 896, he was now a thoroughgoing 
radical Democrat. Before the latter’s departure for Jamaica, 
Bryan and House had discussed both the Supreme Court 
ruling on the case of the Standard Oil Company and the 
Aldrich plan for a national central bank, and Bryan had 
expressed his strong disapproval of both. He regarded the 
former as a move designed to emasculate anti-trust legisla- 
tion. ‘‘We may as well recognize that we now have no crimi- 
nal law against the trusts,” he had written in the North 
American Review for July; and he considered that the 
Aldrich plan would tend rather to tighten than loosen the 
hold of the “money trust.” House must have rapidly made 
it his business to get Wilson’s viewpoint on both these is- 
sues, for under date of November twenty-fifth he wrote to 
Bryan:* 

. . . Governor Wilson called yesterday afternoon and was with 
me for an hour and a half. 

I am pleased to tell you that when I asked him what he thought 
of the Supreme Court ruling about which we talked when you 
were here, he replied in almost the exact terms you used to me. As 
far as I can see, your positions are identical. 

He is also opposed to the Aldrich plan. . . 

♦This quotation and the two following are reprinted from The Intu 
mate Tapers of Colonel E. M. House^ arranged as a narrative by Charles 
Seymour, used by permission of Houghton Mifflin Company, Pub- 
lishers. 
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Then the Colonel went on with what he probably thought was 
a subtle bit of strategy: 

There is some evidence that Mr. Oscar Underwood and his 
friends intend to make a direct issue with you for control of the 
next convention, and it looks a little as if they were receiving 
some aid from Champ Clark and his friends. 

My feeling is that we can lay them low, but we must not lag 
in the doing of it. 

But House’s information about the Clark moves which he 
undoubtedly thought very new, and shrewdly conveyed, 
was already in Bryan’s possession. For all the Colonel’s de- 
light in political subtlety, he apparently never did read 
The Commoner! 

On December sixth a second letter arrived, obviously writ- 
ten to lay out for burial the Wall Street alliance bogey: 

I took lunch with Colonel Harvey yesterday. It is the first time 
I have met him. I wanted to determine what his real attitude was 
' towards Governor Wilson, but I think I left, as much in the 
dark as ever. 

He told me that everybody south of Canal Street was in a 
frenzy against Governor Wilson and said that they were bringing 
all sorts of pressure upon him to oppose him. He said he told them 
he had an open mind, and that if they could convince him he was 
a dangerous man, he would do so. 

He said that Morgan was particularly vimlent in his opposi- 
tion to Governor Wilson. I asked him what this was based upon, 
and he said upon some remark Governor Wilson had made in 
Morgan’s presence concerning the methods of bankers, and which 
Morgan took as a personal reference. . . . 

We are going to try to devise some plan by which we can use 
this Wall Street opposition to Governor Wilson to his advantage.* 

From Bryan’s reply, written December twenty-eighth. 
House could have derived little satisfaction. 

. . . Am anxious to get back and find out more of the political 
situation. I shall attend the Washington banquet on the eighth of 
January, and will have a chance to learn how things are shaping 
up. 
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I am glad Governor Wilson recognizes that he has the opposition 
of Morgan and the rest of Wall Street. If he is nominated it must 
be by the Progressive Democrats, and the more progressive he is, 
the better. 

The Washington banquet will give him a good chance to speak 
out against the trusts and the Aldrich currency scheme.® 

Nevertheless, the antiphony of “Wilson or Clark, Wilson or 
Clark” must have been running pretty steadily through 
Bryan’s head. 

Was there, perhaps, an undercurrent of “William Jen- 
nings Bryan”? 

The annual Jackson Day dinner at Washington, attended 
by every Democrat of importance, was the first big political 
event of the year, and Bryan came home for it. Two days 
before the dinner, Wilson’s enemies flung into the Democratic 
camp a bomb, the purpose of which was to make mincemeat 
of the Governor of New Jersey. They released a letter writ- 
ten five years earlier by Wilson to Adrian Joline, expressing 
the wish that “something at once dignified and effective” 
might be done to “knock Bryan once and for all into a 
cocked hat.”^ 

Surely here was something that would move Bryan out of 
his seat of judicious impartiality and set him against Wilson. 

But Bryan refused to get excited. The more he was 
badgered for a statement, seemingly, the more stubborn 
became his determination not to give one. 

“ If Mr. Wilson wants to knock me into a cocked hat,” 
he told a New York Sun reporter, “he and the Sun are on 
the same platform.” 

His calm was admirable, which was more than could be 
said for the group gathering at Washington. To arouse 
Bryan’s active hostility was to lose every chance of the 
nomination, and the Wilson men gathered in excited con- 
clave to determine how that calamity might best be averted. 
It was finally decided that no direct reference should be 
made to the letter but that, at the dinner itself, Wilson 
should pay handsome tribute to Bryan’s leadership of the 
Democratic party.® 
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The great day arrived. To a group of newspaper men be- 
fore whom he spoke in the afternoon. Governor Wilson gave 
an inkling of what was to come. “Even if a man has written 
letters it ought not to embarrass him. . . . Even if a man 
changes his mind it ought not to embarrass him.” 

How was he going to convince Bryan that he had changed 
his mind about what had seemed so desirable five short years 
ago? 

Bryan for his part seemed intent on creating an impres- 
sion of good will. When the party leaders gathered for 
dinner at the Raleigh Hotel, he exchanged, according to his 
own account, “cordial greetings”® with Champ Clark; then 
went straight to Governor Wilson, and with his hand on 
his shoulder talked with him for several moments.’' 

Hearst, Clark, and ex-Governor Folk of Missouri all 
spoke, pleading for party harmony, and Wilson took his 
cue from them. While there had been, he said, and might be 
again, legitimate differences of opinion on specific measures 
and proposals, there was one “fixed point in the history of 
the Democratic party, and that fixed point has been the 
character and the devotion and the preachings of William 
Jennings Bryan. . . . He has not, any more than Andrew 
Jackson did, based his career upon calculation, but has 
based it upon principle . . . when others were faint-hearted. 
Colonel Bryan carried the Democratic standard. He kept 
the fires burning which have heartened and encouraged the 
Democracy of the country.”® 

When Wilson had finished Bryan leaned toward him and 
said, “That was splendid ! The Wilson contingent beamed 
their approval, and the Governor, completely reassured, 
returned to Trenton. He told Tumulty that Bryan had 
bidden him not to worry over the Joline letter.’® He had 
graciously interpreted it as a reference to the currency 
question in 1896, and of course it was not news to him that 
Wilson had not been with him at that time. He was dis- 
posed to forgive a man who had learned so much in recent 
years and was now so eminently right on the trust question. 
Bryan clung to his position of neutrality as between Wilson 
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and Clarke, but certainly the friendliness of his attitude 
toward the former was in no whit diminished as a result of 
this episode. 

He was hearty in his approval of the break with Harvey, 
which occurred at about the same time. Colonel George 
Harvey had been a Wilson partisan in the midst of the Wall 
Street hosts, having appraised him through his writings as 
a conservative Democrat in command of a somewhat Jeffer- 
sonian rhetoric, ignoring the significance of his later radical- 
ism and his record as Governor of New Jersey, wherein lay 
his appeal to the liberals. 

But in the eyes of many others besides Bryan, Harvey’s 
backing was doing Wilson more harm than good. When 
Harvey asked Wilson bluntly whether his advocacy embar- 
rassed him and Wilson as bluntly answered that it did, those 
suspicious of Harvey could not but be pleased. Wilson, said 
William Jennings, had done -vyell. If he would cut off all his 
questionable friends, he would do still better. Furthermore, 
he added piously, “it should matter little to him whether 
he reaches the White House. Rendering service counts.”^^ 

Relations between Bryan and the Clark forces were less 
happy. Despite Bryan’s “cordial greetings,” Clark felt that 
he had been treated with “scant courtesy” at the Jackson 
Day dinner.^^ Neither did he relish the fact that Bryan 
was advising many states in which he spoke to split their 
delegations, with the idea, perhaps, that a division of 
strength might more readily bring about the deadlock that 
gives the dark horse his chance. He even suggested that 
Clark split the Missouri delegation with Folk, a suggestion 
that was received without enthusiasm. 

Bryan felt himself aggrieved when Clark opposed the 
measure, then agitating Congress, for an investigation of the 
“money trust.” “There had not been a campaign in which 
I was a candidate,” said Bryan, “that I would not have 
been elected, but for the money trust.” Yet Champ Clark 
had voted against the investigation. How could Bryan help 
but regard this course with suspicion ? 

Neither did the Missouri platform meet with his approval. 
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“It is painfully incomplete,” he wrote in The Commoner, 
“Speaker Clark owes it to the Democracy of the nation to 
supplement it and bring it up-to-date.”^® But when Hearst 
asserted that Bryan and the Speaker of the House held op- 
posing views on most political issues, Bryan replied by 
reviewing the work of Congress, noting how much of it he 
approved. Curiously enough, he did not mention Clark at 
all.“ And Arthur Mullen, Clark’s campaign manager, is 
responsible for the statement that at Bryan’s birthday 
party in 1912, it was made apparent that “the whole game 
was to knife Clark. However that may be, it is certain 
that never once after his return from Jamaica did Bryan 
come forth in unreserved praise of any act or word of the 
Speaker of the House; and when the Nebraska delegates 
were instructed for Clark the notice in The Commoner took 
the form of an inconspicuous paragraph on page two.^® 

In the Republican party division, not harmony, was the 
watchword. Roosevelt had flung his hat into the ring in 
February and was wrestling with LaFollette for leadership 
of the Progressives, while they vied in their efforts to butcher 
the amiable Taft. Bryan attended the Chicago convention 
as a newspaper correspondent. The Coliseum was filled with 
“red-faced, perspiring men . . . coats off and flashing fists 
. . . pummeling each other. The sultry air was charged 
with dynamite.”^^ Bryan looked on as the Roosevelt dele- 
gates were jockeyed out of the convention on technicalities, 
while the few who were allowed to remain refused to vote. 
His orator’s soul must have thrilled to Roosevelt’s war cry: 
“We stand at Armageddon and we battle for the Lord!” 
— and he wondered, perhaps, why he hadn’t thought of it 
first. 

Never before in American politics [he wrote] has a committee 
witnessed such a scene: a man, one of the most forceful figures of 
his time, twice a President . . . contending against an administra- 
tion that he created, for the honor of a Republican nomination.** 

But the party oi^anization, controlled by the conservative 
interests, was too strong even for that strong fighter, and 
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before the end Bryan saw how things would go. Taft was 
going to be nominated and Roosevelt would run on an in- 
dependent ticket; and with a split in the Republican ranks 
the Presidency was within the grasp of the Democrats, pro- 
vided they had the wisdom to choose a progressive. His con- 
sternation may therefore be imagined when Josephus Daniels 
telephoned him from Baltimore that Alton B. Parker, that 
darling of the conservatives, had been recommended as 
temporary chairman of the Democratic convention. 

He promptly sent a telegram of protest to the Democratic 
National Committee, which was ignored. But it took more 
than the Democratic National Committee to stop Bryan 
once he got started. His next move was to ascertain which 
of the Presidential aspirants stood with him on this issue 
and to what extent. To find out, he sent the following tele- 
gram to Governor Foss of Massachusetts, Governor Mar- 
shall of Indiana, Governor Baldwin of Connecticut, Governor 
Wilson of New Jersey, Governor Burke of North Dakota 
and Champ Clark: 

In the interest of harmony I suggested to the sub-committee 
of the Democratic National Committee the advisability of recom- 
mending as temporary chairman some progressive acceptable to the 
leading progressive candidates for the presidential nomination. 
. . . Eight members of the sub-committee, however, agreed upon 
not only a reactionary but upon the one Democrat who, among 
those not candidates for the presidential nomination, is in the eyes 
of the public most conspicuously identified with the reactionary 
element of the party. I shall be pleased to join with you and your 
friends in opposing this selection by the full committee or by idle 
Convention. Kindly answer here. 

“Burke of North Dakota,” Bryan wrote later, “sent the only 
esplicit acceptance of the challenge offeroi by the Wall 

Street crowd. . . . Clark’s answer was a straddle Gkivarnor 

Wilson’s tel^am, while not as direct as I would have liked, 
b^an with a sentence that led the delegates to accept it 
as a promise to oppose the Parker candidacy; which his 
dd^ates did.”^ 
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The sentence was: “You are quite right.” 

Armed with these replies and too impatient to wait for 
the final vote on Taft at Chicago, William Jennings left 
for Baltimore. With him were his daughter Ruth, his brother 
Charley, and his wife, fine looking and dignified, shedding 
on all “her motherly, encompassing smile, as serene as the 
prairie on a fine spring morning. 

The ride from the station to the Belvedere Hotel was 
punctuated by ovations from the crowd, in holiday mood. 
Baltimore was gay as Donnybrook Fair,^^ The Clark men 
had brought with them the appealing ditty: 

I don’ keer if he is a houn’ — 

You gotta quit kickin’ my dawg aroun’. 

The Wilson cry was appropriately a college yell: “We want 
Wilson ! W e want Wilson ! ” 

But the man in the alpaca coat was not concerned with 
the byplay. He was scanning the field for the best progres- 
sive chairman to lead this progressive convention, and the 
final choice was Senator John Kern, Bryan’s running mate 
in 1908. 

The sessions began on Tuesday, June twenty-fifth. In the 
flag-draped armoufy the delegates gathered, tense, expect- 
ant, and warm. Cardinal Gibbons called down the blessing 
of God upon the gathering, and on the platform behind him 
Bryan stood, “with closed eyes. He swayed noticeably, al- 
most alarmingly, from side to side, and from time to time 
his lips were seen to move as the Cardinal’s prayer went on. 
. . . The sympathy of many who watched went out to him, 
even those who were not in accord with his purposes. It was 
a scarred and heroic warrior who was about to go on the 
field of battle.”^ 

He had not long to wait. The first business of the conven- 
tion was the selection of its temporary chairman. The com- 
mittee had the honour to present the name of Judge Parker, 
William Jennings Bryan arose to speak: 

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen of the Convention: I rise to 
place in nomination for the office of temporary chairman of this 
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Convention the name of the Hon. John W. Kem of Indiana. If 

any of you ask me for my credentials, if any of you inquire why I, 
a mere delegate to this Convention from one of the smaller states, 
should presume to present a name and ask you to accept it in place 
of the name . . . presented, I beg to tell you, if it needs to be told, 
that in three campaigns I have been the champion of the Demo- 
cratic party’s principles, and in three campaigns I have received 
the vote of six millions and a half of Democrats. . . . This is an 
epoch-making Convention. . . . John W. Kem has been faithful. 
. . . My friends ... I appeal to you. Let the commencement of 
this Convention be such a commencement that the Democrats 
of this country may raise their heads among their fellows and say: 
“The Democratic party is tme to the people. You cannot frighten 

it with your Ryans nor buy it with your Belmonts ” We have 

been traveling in the wilderness. We have now come in sight of 
the promised land. During all the weary hours of darkness, progres- 
sive Democracy has been the people’s pillar of fire by night. I 
pray you, delegates, now the dawn has come, do not rob our party 
of the right so well earned to be the people’s pillar of cloud by day. 

Having loosed his fiery shaft among the embattled pluto- 
crats, he sat down to watch the conflagration 

Kern was instantly on his feet, proposing that both he 
and Parker withdraw their names in the interests of har- 
mony and leave the way free for a compromise candidate. 
He, John W. Kern, will withdraw, leaving the way open 
for a progressive candidate. He pauses dramatically to wait 
for Parker’s reply — the hall is in a dead, expectant hush — 
but no reply comes. There is a slight buzz as one or two ap- 
peal to Parker. But Parker sits adamant. “You cannot ex- 
pect victory if you humiliate the man who led your forces 
four years ago . . . you may kill him, but you do not commit 
homicide when you kill him — ^you commit suicide.” If the 
fight is to go on, says Kern, there is but one man to lead it: 
William Jennings Bryan. 

Bryan leaves his name in nomination. 

The vote is: Parker 578, Bryan 509. 

Have the Democrats committed homicide or suicide or 
what? 
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Whatever they have done, William Jennings is quite 
satisfied with his “defeat.” For, winning or losing, he has 
given notice to the whole country that a fight is on in the 
convention and the issue is the people versus Wall Street. 

In the hall the uproar is so great that Parker cannot make 
his speech. The crowd walks out on him. The convention 
adjourns until next day. 

The early morning papers are on the streets announcing 
once more that William Jennings Bryan is dead. Back in his 
hotel William Jennings is not sure about that. The telegrams 
are beginning to come in. The people are speaking. “The fear 
of the people is the beginning of wisdom,” William Jennings 
is to say soon now. And who should know better than he? 

The influence he was exerting threatened to be rnore 
powerful than was expected, and the Clark men decided 
that a gesture of good will from them would do no harm. 
Will Mr. Bryan accept the permanent chairmanship? Mr. 
Bryan declined with thanks. That job was destined for Ollie 
James, a Clark man and a friend of Bryan’s, whom Wilson, 
in a telephone conversation with Bryan from Sea Girt, 
had also endorsed. 

At three o’clock next morning, while an exhausted William 
Jennings was preparing for bed, brother Charley, liaison 
officer, scout, and messenger boy extraordinary, brought in 
disagreeable news. William Jennings listens to brother 
Charley, but he does not stop getting ready for bed. Charley 
tells him that he has heard on good authority that there has 
been a deal between the Clark forces and the New York 
delegation, whereby the New Yorkers will go to Clark on 
the second ballot. The first is to go to Harmon, for whom 
they are instructed. All along the assumption has been that 
their second choice was Underwood of Alabama. But the 
two important candidates have been badgering the New 
Yorkers for their votes. McCombs, Wilson’s campaign 
manager, is obsessed with the idea that he cannot succeed 
until he arranges that Wilson get those valuable votes. But 
Wilson won’t trade. Clark has done it. The New Yorkers 
are going to Clark. 
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William Jennings takes it all in, but doesn’t stop prepar- 
ing for bed. He has heard most of it from friendly delegates 
in private conferences.^^ Charley rattles on. He says that if 
such a deal is pulled off the public will abandon Democracy 
and elect Roosevelt. He has a scheme. “ Introduce,” he says, 
“a resolution to throw out of the Convention Morgan, Ryan 
and Belmont and all their henchmen.”^ That will put the 
Clark men in a box, for if they resent it they stand convicted. 
If they don’t resent it, out the objectionable delegates go 
and Clark will be deprived of their votes. A neat scheme, 
what? “I will call a conference of the progressive leaders at 
seven a.m.,” says Charley. To do this sort of thing one must 
have support. There may be a riot. 

“Go ahead!” says W. J., untying his shoes. 

All next day Bryan was in committee, working on the! 
platform. Returning to the hotel in the evening, he found 
brother Charley disheartened. He was unable to drum 
up active support for his resolutions. The progressive lead- 
ers strongly doubted its wisdom. But brother Will was not 
so easily frustrated. A version of the proposed resolution is 
already in his pocket. He has become firmly convinced that 
its introduction will further clarify the issue. Since others are 
unwilling to commit themselves he must introduce it himself. 

On his way back to the convention for the night session 
William Jennings Bryan makes his final decision. He wiU 
introduce it whether his friends think it wise or not. The die 
must be cast. The blow must be struck. 

But he is still hedged about by uncertainty. As he goes on 
the platform someone pulls him by the coat tail and intro- 
duces him to Mrs. Taft. He decides that there is no point 
in hurting her feelings; so he strikes out a veiled reference 
to her husband.® Mr. Taft later sent W. J. a letter of thanks 
for this characteristic courtesy. And then, after being recog- 
nized by Ollie James, he began, “ trembling and excited,”®^ 
to read; 

Resolved, That in this crisis in her party’s career and in our 
country’s history, this Convention sends greetings to the people 
of the United States and assures them that the party of Jefferson 
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and of Jackson is still the champion of popular government and 
equality before the law. As proof of our fidelity to the people we 
hereby declare ourselves opposed to the nomination of any candi- 
date for President who is the representative of or under any 
obligation to J. Pierpont Morgan, Thomas F. Ryan, August 
Belmont, or any other member of the privilege-hxinting and favor- 
seeking class. 

Be It Further Resolved, That we demand the withdrawal from 
this Convention of any delegates constituting or representing the 
above-named interests. 

The uproar that followed was without parallel. The hall 
was a bedlam of confusion, of thrusting arms and blazing 
eyes and shouting voices. Ryan moved to leave, but was 
restrained by his friends. William Jennings sat like a rock 
in a gale. Congressman Flood advanced to the foot of the 
platform. For some reason clear only to himself, Bryan ex- 
tended his hand in amiable greeting to the gentleman 
from Virginia. 

Flood refused to take the hand. William Jennings Bryan 
flushed red. 

When he succeeded in making himself heard, the Congress- 
man protested against the insult to Virginia in the person 
of her delegate, Thomas Fortune Ryan, and demanded that 
the second part of the resolution be withdrawn. As soon as 
some semblance of order had been restored, the question 
was debated and Bryan finally agreed to its withdrawal. 
But the confusion was so extreme that it is doubtful whether 
many delegates knew that the resolution had been emascu- 
lated. 

The two thirds rule was suspended, and the voting on the 
amended resolution began. It got sound support. Even 
Charlie Murphy’s gang, cynically smiling,^® voted for it, 
and when the ballots were counted there were 883 for and 
2 oi§ against it. Once more Bryan had outmanoeuvered his 
opponents. He had underscored the point he had made in 
the struggle over the temporary chairmanship. Nothing 
could have given him greater pleasure. 

On Friday the balloting for the nomination began, with 
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Champ Clark leading Wilson by over a hundred votes. Har- 
mon and Underwood were the runners-up. No dark horse 
was apparent, nor had either outstanding candidate a clear 
advantage as yet. For nine ballots there was little in the 
way of significant change, but on the tenth New York shifted 
to Clark — a not unexpected move — and at that signal Bryan 
entered the convention hall. Committee work was put aside 
and he settled down to fight the issue to a conclusion. The 
two blows he had struck had not served to put his opponents 
out of the running, so he prepared a third and, as it eventu- 
ally proved, final one. 

Bryan started out to defeat Clark — of that there is no 
question. But when he was disaffected from his old friend is 
hard to say. His gradual retreat had gone on for months, 
but had always been conducted behind a screen of generali- 
ties that could be interpreted as objective criticisms or 
warnings or what not. Even in convention he did not directly 
attack Clark — ^which embittered Clark to an excessive de- 
gree, for he could have rebutted direct attack but could 
say nothing effective against Bryan’s innuendoes. Bryan’s 
line was to attack Clark’s friends and supporters. To this 
task he now addressed himself in earnest. 

When he emerged from the committee room to find out 
what all the shouting was about, Bryan found the Clark 
enthusiasts doing a “snake dance around the room that 
lasted fifty minutes. They were mad with excitement and 
delight.” 

And no wonder. For when at one a. m. the results of the 
tenth ballot were announced, their candidate had achieved 
a 'majority with eleven votes to spare. Never since the days 
of Van Buren had a Democratic nominee polled a majority 
and failed to win the nomination. In the reckoning of the 
Clark forces their man had the prize in his pocket. 

But William Jennings, taking his seat for the first time 
with Nebraska delegates, was not so sure. He had accepted 
instructions for Clark with the mental reservation that a 
shift could be made if circumstances dictated. Nebraska’s 
second choice he considered to be Woodrow Wilson. Above 



314 THE PEERLESS LEADER 

all he did not intend to vote for a candidate who commanded 
the votes of the New York delegation- It was against the 
New York group that he intended to make his fight. Clark 
became, therefore, but a pawn in his game. Once he started 
his final fight he stuck to his post with dogged tenacity. 
Brother Charley fed him sandwiches and a friendly door- 
man provided water. 

On Saturday there seemed small prospect of an immediate 
change. McCombs took fright and attempted to get Wilson’s 
permission to release his delegates and instruct them for 
another man. But while Wilson was willing enough to con- 
cede defeat if need be, he was not willing to compromise his 
supporters with instructions. But before McCombs could 
act, less-agitated Wilson men frustrated him. William Gibbs 
McAdoo took a hand at keeping McCombs out of the way. 

Bryan made his decision during the thirteenth ballot. He 
knew that Wilson was only to be kept in the running by 
the inquiry of his trusted advisers, and that one of them 
was already in a mood to throw up the sponge. As things 
stood, the next logical step was to deadlock the conven- 
tion and then decide what was to be done. 

When Nebraska is called on the fourteenth ballot, Bryan 
rises and asks permission to explain his vote. Permission 
is granted. 

“As long as New York’s ninety votes are recorded for Mr. 
Clark, I withhold my vote from him,” he begins. That is as 
far as he gets with his first effort. The direction of his think- 
ing is sufficiently obvious. The convention goes into an up- 
roar, but Bryan is a good waiter and eventually he gains the 
attention of the unwilling mob and completes his statement: 

. . . The vote of the State of New York in this Convention rep- 
resents the will of one man — Charles F. Murphy — and he repre- 
sents the influences that dominated the Republican Convention 
at Chicago and are trying to dominate this Convention. I shall 
withhold my vote from Mr. Clark as long as New York’s vote is 
recorded for him. And the position that I take in regard to Mr. 
Clark I will take in regard to any other candidate whose name is 
now or may be before the Convention. . . . 
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With the understanding that I shall stand ready to withdraw 
my vote from the one for whom I am going to cast it whenever 
New York casts her vote for him, I cast my vote for Nebraska’s 
second choice. Governor Wilson. 

Barely had he finished when hisses and catcalls assailed 
him. He betrayed not the slightest emotion. His calm was 
tremendously impressive. Had he not in recent weeks told 
an inquisitive reporter that he had closely studied the tech- 
nique of the Sphinx? There he sat, “in the seat of a delegate 
with his palm-leaf fan, without a tremor in his finger . . . 
with a little of the consciousness of power playing at the cor- 
ners of his mouth and with the light springing Yn his eyes 
as the few who came to greet him touched his shoulder 
[he] was the figure of a master. . . . Those who reviled hin 
reviled a figure of stone. . . . Mr. Bryan had beaten th< 
‘gang’ to a frazzle and he still wore a smile. 

But in spite of the intense emotional outburst neither 
side scored a very obvious victory for the moment. Wilson 
gained five votes and Clark dropped one and a half. The 
reverberations, however, were what counted. Bryan was 
always skilful in manipulating events with an eye on the 
future. 

However stern and secretive, this sphinx had never been 
known as a man of stone. And when the Clark men took 
their revenge for this terrific affront to their leader they 
touched him, by design, in a tender spot. Just as the thirty- 
third ballot was recorded they brought a banner into the haU 
inscribed: “I have known Mr. Clark eighteen years. He is 
absolutely incorruptible and his life is above reproach. Never 
in all these years have I known him to be on any side of 
a question that was not the side of the people. William 
Jennings Bryan in 1910.” 

This banner flaunted in his face and turned about so ail 
might see provoked him to rage. He attempted to get 
permission to speak, but was denied a hearing. The Missouri 
delegates shook their fists at him and ill concealed their de- 
sire to finish him once and for all. The police surrounded him 
and the Texas delegation rushed to his defence. So violent 
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was his excitement that he began to bleed from the nose. And 
then, to heap insult on injury, Stanchfield of New York 
chose this moment to denounce him as a “money-grubbing, 
selfish, office-seeking, favor-hunting, publicity-hunting mar- 
plot from Nebraska.”^ 

The offending banner was ordered from the hall. 

The victim, of course, was Clark. He was Bryan’s enemy 
from now on. The gauge of battle was shortly to be thrown. 
When Clark came up from Washington that Saturday night 
he called in William Randolph Hearst and together they 
prepared a statement and a challenge: 

Any man who would enter an alliance with any selfish interest 
or privileged class of this country to gain the nomination for the 
presidency is unworthy of the presidency and of the speakership 
of the House. If I have not entered into such an alliance, then the 
Democrat, however distinguished, who wantonly charges me with 
this act is a traitor to the Democratic party and to his professed 
friendship to me. 

. . . With William J. Bryan and his charge made in the Conven- 
tion to-day, the issue is proof or retraction. I shall expect him to 
meet the issue. 

In their excitement neither of these tacticians recognized 
that Bryan had made a masked attack on Clark. He could 
easily deny that his shafts were aimed at the man who now 
announced himself to be the victim. Had not Bryan dis- 
tinctly stated that he withdrew his support from Clark be- 
cause he had accepted the votes of the New York delegation ? 
Bryan took the obvious course, and ignored Clark’s challenge. 
Nothing could upset his political sagacity. 

But what was to be the next move? A Sunday recess af- 
forded the gossipers a wonderful opportunity. Telegrams 
poured in and showed beyond a doubt that the rank and file 
of the Democrats had taken Bryan’s word for it, that the 
fight was against plutocracy. Yet, while this poll of sentiment 
was useful, it hardly gave indication of how the deadlock 
was to be broken. 

Mrs. Bryan has since written that she constantly urged 
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her husband to take the nomination himself. Such a course 
was undoubtedly a great temptation to Bryan. But beyond 
the dubious evidence of McCombs, we have nothing to 
show that he ever gave indication that he had himself in 
mind when he faced the Associated Press representatives 
to discuss the deadlock. It was, he admitted, a situation 
that seemed to demand the springing of a dark horse. 
With his usual facility he named oflf a few who might be 
groomed for the position: Ollie James, O’Gorman of New 
York, Culberson of Texas, and Kern. He dwelt on the fact 
that Kern had a good chance of getting the six and one half 
million votes that were nominally Bryan’s. But beyond that 
he gave no indication of what was in his mind. 

McCombs, however, felt that he knew what was in Bryan’s 
mind. He felt sure that Bryan was after the nomination him- 
self. Subsequently he developed his suspicions into a size- 
able myth. At any rate his suspicions were the spur to a 
final appeal to Wilson to trade and win. 

He proposed that Wilson should agree that, whoever did 
go into the Cabinet, Bryan should not be one of the number. 
If he could make that promise known, McCombs was sure 
he could get the necessary votes to put Wilson across. But 
Wilson refused to give any such assurance. He was not 
thinking of Cabinets at the moment, and certainly wasn’t 
going to tie his hands so far in advance. 

No trading was necessary. As the balloting dragged on 
Wilson made a slow but steady gain. The final blow to 
Clark’s hopes was given by a man who apparently acted 
with a view of defeating Bryan’s ambitions. Roger Sullivan 
of Illinois shared with McCombs the feeling that Bryan 
was seeking to manipulate the convention for his personal 
advantage. To make such a conclusion impossible he threw 
the Illinois delegation to Wilson. 

On the forty-sixth ballot Woodrow Wilson was nominated. 

No one is warmer in his felicitations or more heartfelt in 
his expression of delight than William Jennings Bryan. 
“To-night I come with joy to surrender into the hands of 
one chosen by this convention a standard which I have 
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carried in three campaigns, and I challenge my enemies to 
declare that it has ever been lowered.” 

Bryan had defeated the New York delegation hands down. 
He had so manipulated the convention that he had changed 
the prevailing sentiment from conservatism to progressiv- 
ism. He had done so by a series of dramatic moves that 
necessitated the sacrificing of an old-time friend who, hence- 
forth, was a bitter enemy. But he had accomplished his end, 
and he went home satisfied. 



CHAPTER XXVII 


IN THE CABINET 

In spite of the fact that Mrs. Bryan’s health was a 
cause for anxiety, her husband devoted his full energies to 
Wilson’s campaign when it was launched. Mrs. Bryan did 
not accompany her husband on tour — a course traditional 
with her — but sought to regain her strength. She fought a 
losing battle, and before the campaign was over underwent 
an operation in a Washington hospital, which she did not 
allow William Jennings to know about. 

It was obvious to all who took part in it, that the contest 
was between Wilson and Roosevelt, and Wilson’s method 
of attack must have seemed strange to Bryan. Wilson 
dealt almost exclusively in abstractions and generalities. 
He did not attempt a popular appeal. Moreover, when 
Roosevelt was shot in October, Wilson cancelled all his 
speaking dates until his adversary should recover. Bryan 
could not see why Roosevelt’s injury should protect him 
from criticism, and went right on criticizing — not the poli- 
cies of the ex-President which were so largely his own, but 
his sincerity — on the ground that his conversion to the true 
belief had come too late in the day to be really convincing. 

Bryan averaged ten speeches a day for seven weeks and 
was rewarded by the triumph of his party for the first time 
in twenty-odd years. Bursting with happiness and pride, 
he made a speech to his fellow townsmen. 

“I am happier than Governor Wilson,” he said, “for his 
ioy is repressed by a sense of responsibility, while I am 
happy and free.”^ 

His happy freedom was not for long. Wilson, despite his 
opinion of Bryan as “impractical and notoriously mistaken 
in his personal judgments,”® realized that he could hardly 
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form a Democratic Cabinet without including the man whose 
support had done so much to put him where he was. With 
House he first debated the possibility of giving Bryan a 
foreign post, but the final decision fell on the position of 
Secretary of State, “in order to have him at Washington 
and in harmony with the Administration, rather than out- 
side and possibly in a critical attitude.” 

The post was offered to Bryan in December and tenta- 
tively accepted.® It was characteristic that a moral concern 
was the one thing that troubled him. Did Mr. Wilson think 
that his inability to sanction the serving of intoxicating 
liquors at diplomatic functions would interfere with his use- 
fulness.? Mr. Wilson believed it to be a matter that Mr. 
Bryan must decide for himself. William Jennings decided 
that his usefulness would not be destroyed by his being a 
Prohibitionist. The question of office settled, he left for 
Florida to rest. 

The only flaw in his happiness was his broken friendship 
with Champ Clark, which he would have liked to mend 
but couldn’t. “I have not accused Mr. Clark of wrongful 
acts,” he said, “but merely of failure to act,” and he strongly 
advocated his reelection as Speaker of the House. Clark 
would have nothing to do with the olive branch. 

“He lied me out of the presidency,” was his bitter rejoinder 
to all efforts at conciliation, and at a dinner given to them 
both, after Bryan was established at Washington, Thomas 
Marshall describes how “Clark would address himself to 
the host, who in return would translate for Mr. Bryan; 
and Mr. Bryan would respond to the host, who in turn would 
translate for Mr. Clark.”^ 

Colonel House made a trip to Florida to consult with 
Bryan about the personnel of the Cabinet and other ap- 
pointments. The President-elect must have been glad to 
hear that his Secretary of State showed “no disposition to 
interfere even with his own Department,” though he ex- 
pressed a modest wish that he might name his first assist- 
ant and emphasized the wisdom of including a Catholic 
and perhaps a Jew in the official family. 
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Again it was a moral point on which he felt strongl7: the 
unfitness of Charles W. Eliot as Ambassador to China, 
“for Eliot was a Unitarian and did not believe in the di- 
vinity of Christ, and the new Chinese civilization was 
founded upon a Christ.”® 

These were minor matters. On the whole. House found 
him “as pleased as a child with a new toy. He is really a 
fine man, full of democratic simplicity, earnest, patriotic and 
of a fervently religious nature.” And he hoped that much 
good would come from the influence of Mrs. Bryan.® House 
believed she had worked on her husband in favour of Wilson 
for some time before the convention. 

It was a significant trio that stood before the Senate at the 
Inauguration: “Taft, standard-bearer of a vanquished party 
after sixteen years of power; Bryan, persistant plodder of 
progressive Democracy, thrice defeated, accepting a com- 
mission from a new chieftain; and Wilson, the man of the 
hour, victorious.”^ The persistent plodder must have whis- 
pered “Amen,” as Wilson said: “I summon all honest men, 
all patriotic, all forward-looking men to my side. God 
helping me, I will not fail them, if they but counsel and sus- 
tain me.” 

But Bryan, who as a schoolboy had been elected vice 
president of his class, was still in second place! 

From the Senate to the White House the car of Mr. and 
Mrs. Bryan followed closely behind the President’s car, and 
the effect was tremendous. “. . . The people would recognize 
Will,” wrote Mrs. Bryan, “and an . . . outburst would arise; 
women shouting and waving, men waving their hats and 
shouting, hundreds clapping their hands. I never expect to 
see such an ovation again,” 

The first Cabinet meeting on March fifth was informal, 
since the secretaries had not been sworn into office. It 
gathered at eleven o’clock in the morning. Bryan was full 
to the brim with enthusiasm and wit. After Wilson, he was 
the centre of all eyes. Little did he realize that there were 
those of his associates who regarded him with suspicion 
and even hostility. In the Cabinet there were Houston and 
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Garrison, with whom he would find himself at odds. And out- 
side the Cabinet two of Wilson’s closest friends would do 
their best to discredit him — ^House and Page. But now 
William Jennings asked for nothing better than an oppor- 
tunity to bring to Democracy overwhelming successes in 
governing the country. “It is apparent that Mr. Bryan 
is setting out to follow the President’s lead. He is obviously 
gentle-natured, unsophisticated and deferential to the office 
— ^unless he is playing a game,” observed suspicious Mr. 
Houston.* 

Next day at the regular Cabinet meeting the question of 
patronage came up. In reply to an observation of Postmaster 
General Burleson, President Wilson said: “It makes no 
diflFerence whether a man stood for me or not. All I want is 
a man who is fit for the place, a man who stands for clean 
government and progressive policies.” To Bryan this was 
astonishing doctrine. It seemed to him that it would include 
Republicans among those who might hope for appointments. 
One of his most curious anomalies was his continued support 
of the spoils system, in which he was in entire agreement 
with Andrew Jackson. He was, without knowing it, to make 
many missteps in carrying out his policy, and even the 
later publication of a latter in which he avowed his inten- 
tion of filling all the appointive offices in his jurisdiction with 
“deserving Democrats” did not shake his equanimity.® 

The afternoon of the day the first Cabinet meeting was 
held, he asked Secretary Houston if he could find a place in 
his Department for “Coin” Harvey !“ Harvey was not ap- 
pointed. 

William Jennings had a difficult problem on his hands. 
Only a few in the Cabinet had actively engaged in politics, 
and men like Houston had, in fact, no experience whatever 
with practical politics. William Jennings, on the contrary, 
had six million followers, and it was inevitable that he would 
have to do something for the more “deserving.” His apart- 
ment at the New Willard took on the aspect of an employ- 
ment agency, with Mrs. Bryan as directress. The day follow- 
ing the Inauguration she writes, “I spent the time making 
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notes of the wishes of various seekers and lists of their qual- 
ifications. One point which seemed particularly in evidence 
was that they had ‘been with Bryan from the beginning’ 
... it suddenly became the acme of respectability to have 
supported him in 1896.”“ 

So great was the press that his wife was unable to ad- 
company William Jennings when he was sworn in as Secre- 
tary of State. But a huge bouquet of American Beauties 
from Philander Knox was there to greet him, and his son-in- 
law stood by his side. The latter received the pen with which 
Bryan formally signed his name in the presence of several 
members of the permanent staff. It was the second Federal 
office that Bryan had held. When he had been elected to the 
first in 1890, he had hardly expected to have to w^t so 
long for the next. 

The round of social festivities quickly engulfed the Bryans. 
As a measure of precaution William Jennings always ate a 
dinner at home before going out to a public banquet. The 
pace was a bit trying on both of the Bryans, and they were 
not sorry when it eased off. William Jennings was working 
hard. Mrs. Bryan went up to bed at ten, but William Jen- 
nigs stayed up late. Nevertheless he was up and about at 
seven.“ He was putting in long days at the office, too, and 
while the President took time off to play golf, Bryan stuck 
doggedly to his duties.^® He did not lose any of his infor- 
mality under the strain of holding office, and as the hot 
weather came an observer discovered him “shirt-sleeved 
(literally), with handkerchief tucked in collar, and 
a big palm-leaf fan in hand, he sat in the Secretary’s 
high-backed chair like a Hottentot chief on his tropical 
throne.”^^ 

At the first luncheon given by Bryan to the diplomatic 
corps, he arose, looking “pale but handsome,” and announced 
that family tradition and principle made it impossible for 
him to sanction the serving of intoxicating liquors at any 
table over which he presided. No wines, therefore, would 
be served. The guests took the announcement in good part 
and the Russian Ambassador, having been forewarned and 
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fortified, was particularly agreeable. At the suggestion of 
the hotel steward they drank grape juice. 

When the story got out William Jennings was the butt of 
the derisive as well as the righteously indignant, and the stir 
created was out of all proportion to the significance of the 
incident- He may have been comforted by Bernard Shaw s 
observation that his only mistake had been to serve anything 
but water.^ At any rate, whatever its effect on others may 
have been, it seemed to do him no harm with the gentlemen 
of the embassies, with most of whom he was always a favour- 
ite. Some of them “went out of their way to express their 
admiration of Mr. Bryan’s simplicity, of his absolute can- 
dor, of the sincerity he showed in official intercourse. They 
saw that he was a dreamer, an idealist; that his heart ran away 
with his head; that he w-as lacking in guile; that he spoke 
to them truthfully; and these qualities they appreciated be- 
cause they [were] so rare in their experience.”^® And if there 
was a quality of indulgence in their liking, it was none the 
less real for that. 

He proved more offensive to American snobs than to for- 
eign diplomats. 

As early as the second Cabinet meeting, held on March 
eleventh, Wilson read a statement, prepared by himself, 
regarding the Latin American situation. “It clearly indicated 
that the President was going to be his own Secretary of 
State,” thought Houston. “ Bryan listened with a smile on 
his face and nodded approval as the President read.”^^ 
It may have been something of a relief to Bryan — this strong 
formulation of ideas he could endorse — for when he was 
asked for a statement on his foreign policy he had nothing 
more specific to offer than the sentiments of his Indian- 
apolis speech of 1900^® — a paean of praise to the moral 
superiority of our country over every other. 

The fact that the Secretary of State found himself in agree- 
ment with the President on the questions first arising to 
trouble the administration helped to maintain his sense 
of power. An early problem was about a loan to China. 
The Morgan banking interests had tentatively arranged to 
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take part in a Six-Power loan to that country, with the as- 
sent of the previous administration. When they called upon 
Bryan to find out what the stand of the Democrats would 
be, he first asked them for time to inform himself more fully, 
as he had “no very clear notion of the proposal.”^ Having 
informed himself in consultation with the President, he is- 
sued the decision that the government could not support 
the loan, whose terms involved the possibility of policies 
unacceptable to it. The Morgan banks in consequence re- 
fused to take part in the loan. The move was in effect a 
repudiation of Knox’s dollar diplomacy. “The crucifixion 
of China upon a cross of gold,” wrote the Literary Digest 
approvingly, “would naturally be repugnant to an adminis- 
tration whose foreign affairs are in the hands of our present 
Secretary of State.”^“ Curiously enough Wilson’s method 
of dealing with this matter was later admitted to be a 
mistake. He released the administration’s statement from 
his own office instead of through the State Department. This 
method gave an erroneous impression of the part the Presi- 
dent was playing in foreign affairs at the moment. It helped 
those hostile to Bryan to conclude he was a mere figurehead 
when it came to really important matters. On this occasion, 
and to an even greater extent later. President Wilson took 
an active part at crucial moments, but his control was not 
constant, and while it may have been decisive was not suffi- 
ciently active until well into 1915 to get Colonel House’s 
entire approval. 

But the project nearest to Bryan’s heart was that of ar- 
ranging a world-embracing series of peace treaties. Like 
most of his policies this one can be traced back to remote 
beginnings. It originally was an extension of his scheme 
for composing labour disputes through arbitration. One of 
Bryan’s earliest public references to the idea was made on 
the occasion of the Russo-Japanese Treaty of 1905, when he 
had suggested that Roosevelt make the concluding of 
such treaties the next step in his foreign policy. He had re- 
turned to the matter in Londongin 1906. It was natural, there- 
fore, that he should seek to make his programme as Secre- 
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tary of State revolve around the conclusion of such treaties. 
Fortunately Wilson was sympathetic to such an arrange- 
ment. The plan was also approved by the State Committee 
on Foreign Relations before being submitted to foreign 
governments. 

In one very important respect the Bryan treaties were 
revolutionary in conception. 

Inspired by a belief that any dispute could be amicably 
settled, given sufficient time and calm for deliberation, he 
went a step farther in these treaties than any previous 
worker for peace. “The plan differed from that of Secretary 
Root’s arbitration treaties, not only in the procedure called 
for but in the fact that it applied to all kinds of questions, 
not excepting those of national honour and vital interests.”®^ 

Previous to Bryan’s advent in international diplomacy, 
national honour and vital interests had been reserved as 
good and sufficient causes for war, no matter how willing 
nations might be to arbitrate their disputes on lesser matters. 

In a little memorandum, entitled “Mr, Bryan’s Plan,” the 
President laid the matter before the Cabinet at an early 
meeting, and the Cabinet approved its provisions.^* Thus 
encouraged, William Jennings set to work. He summarized 
the scheme as follows in The Commoner: 

(1) Investigation is to follow in all cases where diplomacy fails. 

(2) The contracting parties reserve the right to act independ- 

ently after the investigation. 

(3) There is to be no appeal to force until after the investigation. 

(4) The commission of investigation is to consist of five members. 

a. One chosen for each country by its citizens. 

b. One chosen by each country from another country. 

c. One chosen by agreement of the two countries. 

(5) The investigation must be made and reported upon within 

a year, unless the contracting parties agree to extend the 

time. 

On April 24, 1913, the proposal was laid formally before the 
foreign diplomatic representatives at the Department of 
State and was well received. 
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Bryan eventually arranged twenty-eight treaties em- 
bodying these principles. When eighteen had been concluded 
he sent them to the Senate for ratification. “I remained in 
the office of the Clerk of the Senate two days while the trea- 
ties were being discussed,” he wrote in his memorandum on 
the subject, “answering questions as they arose. From 
this ordeal he emerged victorious in all but two cases, and 
even after the World War broke out he persisted in his ef- 
forts to get new countries on his roll. Great Britain and 
France signed after they went to war. Germany persistently 
refused — a fact which had an important bearing on later 
events. 

On the occasion of the signing of one of his treaties Bryan 
gave the representative a paperweight fashioned of steel in 
the form of a ploughshare. Not even the jeers of Roosevelt, 
who persisted in saying that no country would observe the 
treaty should its interests be involved, could diminish 
Bryan’s pleasure. Roosevelt, Bryan pointed out, was ab- 
normal on the subject of war.”“ 

Before long Bryan found himself in his old position of 
ideals versus practice. California had thrown the Japanese 
question into politics. The Japanese were acquiring too 
much land for their truck farming to please her politicians 
and a bill, designed to curtail their rights of purchase, was 
presented to the Legislature. It provided that aliens not 
eligible to citizenship might acquire land only according to 
the terms of the treaty existing between the United States 
and their country, and, since this move made the issue an 
international one, the Secretary of State was obliged to take 
notice of it. 

The Cabinet decided that Bryan should go to California 
and make an investigation on the ground, and somewhat 
reluctantly William Jennings departed for the West. He 
found the situation complicated by state politics and, after 
a series of consultations with local leaders, he met the Legis- 
lature behind closed doors and presented the government’s 
case. Bryan acquitted himself well under the ordeal and re- 
vealed his diplomatic skill in his cautious reply to a question 
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regarding the use of a certain phrase in the bill: “I would op- 
pose the insertion of that phrase, unless^ the President has 
a different opinion. In that case I might have another 

opinion.” , t. r u 

He doesn’t seem to have accomplished very much, for the 

bill was passed and Japan, deeply resentful, sent a note of 
protest, demanding that the Federal government declare 
the California bill invalid on the ground of discrimination 
and violation of the esdsting treaty. Certain members of the 
Cabinet were up in arms, and so high did the feeling run 
that the possibility of war with Japan was debated. ^ 

Secretary of War Garrison suggested the strategic move- 
ment of ships in the Eastern waters, declaring that his board 
of army and navy officers were the people competent to pass 
upon such matters. Then Bryan * flared up . . . red in the 
face ... and thundered that we were discussing not how to 
wage war but how not to get into war.”® The President 
settled the dispute by ruling that the ships in Eastern waters 
should stay where they were, and Bryan was authorized to 
see the Japanese Ambassador unofficially and ask that the 
note be modified. This he did and at the end of the interview 
Mr. Chinda remarked: “I suppose, Mr. Secretary, this de- 
cision is final.” With a smile, William Jennings arose and 
extending his hand answered: “There is nothmg final be- 
tween friends.” 

This characteristic reply made an excellent impression. 

At a White House garden party a few days later he 
thanked Secretary Garrison for keeping his temper on the 
occasion of their recent difference and told him that there 
wasn’t going to be any war. 

“IVe seen the Japanese Ambassador,” he said, “and I’m 
letting the old man down easy.”® 

The old man must have appreciated it, for the Japanese 
note was revised and at Wilson’s request (so David Lawrence 
alleges), the British government used its influence under 
the Anglo-Japanese treaty to allay Japan’s indignation 
against the United States.® 

The Secretary of State did not feel it beneath his dignity 
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to make some Chautauqua engagements for that first sum- 
mer during which he held office, and he was certainly un- 
prepared for the storm of derisive criticism brought down 
on his head by what seemed to him the most natural step 
in the world. He was an Antaeus whose reviving contact 
was the great mass of the common people. Give up his lec- 
tures? Nothing in the situation seemed to demand that. 
Secretary Redfield, with whom he had discussed the point, 
later made the talk a text for a discussion of the niggardli- 
ness of the government. And it was indeed true that “No 
concourse of ambassadors, however splendiferous, no Wash- 
ington company, however brilliant, and no mere desk job, 
however distinguished, could compensate Mr. Bryan for 
continued absence from these beloved scenes.”^® 

His opponents might laugh at him for “a barnstormer, 
playing one-night stands, preceded by the magic lantern 
and followed by the hurdy-gurdy man and his dancing 
bear.”^ They might find him a sufferer from “a violent attack 
of his old complaint, foot-and-mouth disease,”®® but they 
didn’t budge him! 

“ I find it necessary to lecture in order to supplement the 
salary which I receive from the government, the salary not 
being sufficient to cover my expenses.” 

Senator Bristow of Kansas introduced a resolution, calling 
upon the President to find out what salary would enable 
the Secretary of State to cover his expenses; and the New 
York Sun, an old enemy, remarked that with an income of 
$11,000 a year a man worth from a quarter to half a million 
might manage to live in Jeffersonian simplicity, if he tried.®^ 

In replying to his critics, William Jennings ignored the 
thrusts at his accumulated wealth (which was not in very 
productive enterprises), maintaining the discussion on a 
loftier level. “In aristocratic circles the common ways of 
the common people are regarded with contempt, but among 
the masses the earning of a living is not a disgrace, and min- 
gling with the multitude is not a cause of reproach. . . . The 
forum is not below the level of official life, it is not stepping 
down to go from the desk to the platform.”®® 
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But he did not play his trump card then — another example 
of his consideration of Woodrow Wilson. He did not let it 
be known that the President approved of his Chautauqua 
work. Nor did he become petty and point out that Vice 
President Marshall and Speaker Clark also appeared on the 
Chautauqua platform while they were in office. 

First Japan, now Mexico, harried the Apostle of Peace. 

Bryan believed that all the undesirable phases of our 
policy in Latin America could be traced to intervention on 
behalf of private enterprise. Stop intervention, he said, 
and all would be serene. In his Madison Square Garden 
speech in 1906 he had protested the use of the United States 
Navy for the collection of private debts. 

Mexico, as usual, was in a ferment. When Huerta, just 
as the Taft administration closed, resorted to violence and 
seized the reins of government, the question of his recogni- 
tion by the United States arose. The Cabinet was divided, 
but Bryan agreed with Wilson that no stable rule could be 
established under his leadership, and recognition was re- 
fused, despite the pressure brought to bear by England and 
other foreign powers. 

Sir William Tyrrell (sent over especially to deal with the 
Mexican affair) emerged from his interview with Bryan con- 
vinced that he was a sincere emotionalist but entirely mis- 
informed about British policy.®® But Bryan was not so much 
misinformed as too thoroughly convinced that British policy 
was absolutely controlled by the oil interests. As it turned 
out, the British were ready to follow the American lead, if 
they could admit the point Wilson wished to make. Colonel 
House arranged that Sir William discuss the matter with 
Wilson and the upshot was that the British withdrew their 
support from Huerta — a final blow to his prestige. 

A much more exacting test of Bryan’s generalized policy 
toward Latin America came with regard to Santo Domingo 
and Nicaragua. Perhaps he was really oblivious of where his 
course led. Perhaps he believed that the beneficial end jus- 
tified the questionable means. Perhaps he was overridden 
by the will of his chief. Perhaps it was a combination of all 
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these things. At any rate, the unhappy country of Santo 
Domingo was never unhappier than during his tenure of 
office. He sent there as minister one James Mark Sullivan, 
a “deserving Democrat” of shady character, who was hand 
in glove with a financial adventurer named Jarvis, in control 
of the Banco Nacional. Such complete havoc did they make 
of the financial and economic situation, resulting in blood- 
shed and misrule, that Bryan violated the sovereignty of the 
state by sending there a group of American agents — dubbed 
by the Dominicans “the twenty-nine tourists” — to super- 
vise the elections of December, 1913. “The step so taken 
constituted the first evidence of formal intervention.”®^ Even- 
tually, matters reached such a pass that Sullivan was re- 
called and an investigation ordered, that brought to light a 
career so scandalous as to reflect painfully on Bryan’s judg- 
ment in making the appointment. 

For Nicaragua the Secretary of State blandly arranged a 
treaty called the Bryan-Chamorro Treaty of 1914, putting 
that country on the same basis, so far as financial trans- 
actions went, with the States of the Union. Previous American 
diplomacy in that region, according to the Times, looked like 
“ten-cent” diplomacy by comparison. “If all goes well, we 
shall soon see the dawn of a new era in our Latin American 
relations. But it will be due to a cheerful acceptance and 
amplification by President Wilson’s administration of the 
much condemned dollar diplomacy of his predecessors.”®® 
The treaty was negotiated with. American marines in the 
country and not only concerned financial matters but also 
secured to the United States the rights to the Nicaragua 
canal route. Even so conservative a Senator as Elihu Root 
condemned the affair. When Honduras and Salvador ob- 
jected to the treaty, Bryan believed it was from motives 
of envy and magnanimously offered to negotiate similar 
treaties with them. To their explanation that their objections 
arose from the fact that the treaty abr^ated the sovereignty 
of a sister state, his reply is not recorded. The protesting 
states carried their objections to the Central America Court 
of Justice, which sustained their position. But the treaty 
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remained in force. The whole affair served to register upon 
the mind of the people the impression that Bryan was yield- 
ing on matters of principle. Perhaps he was aware of it him- 
self and made minor concessions deliberately in order not to 
jeopardize his unique opportunity for high and holy service 
to the people in other fields — the field of peace, for example. 

He was pleased with the tariff bill signed in October, and 
he won a nominal triumph in the matter of currency reform. 
The necessity for a new system of monetary control had long 
been recognized — something that would give greater flexi- 
bility to the money market. The collaboration of House, 
Houston, McAdoo, Senator Owen of Oklahoma, and Carter 
Glass of the House of Representatives finally produced the 
Federal Reserve Act. It was known that Wilson favoured the 
idea of having the banks issue notes but regarded with ap- 
prehension the effect of such a move on Bryan and his 
following. He was not left long in doubt. 

At the Cabinet discussion William Jennings insisted that 
all notes should be issued by the government: that any 
other course would encounter opposition from the Democrats 
in the House as being contrary to recent political platforms. 
Having made his point, he added that if his position em- 
barrassed the administration he was willing to resign and 
refrain from public criticism of the act.®® After the meeting 
Wilson summoned Glass to the White House and to the 
latter’s astonishment told him that he wanted “Federal 
Reserve notes to be obligations of the United States.” When 
Glass pointed out that no government obligation was in- 
dicated in the bill, Wilson answered: “Exactly so, Glass, 
exactly so. If we can hold to the substance of the thing and 
give the other fellow the shadow, why not do it and thereby 
save our biU?”®'^ 

Bryan was delighted. “Mr. President,” he said, “we have 
settled our differences, and you may rely upon me to remain 
with you to the end of the fight.” He was as good as his 
word. Congressman Henry of Texas led the revolt against 
the bill and invoked the still magic name of Bryan to sustain 
his argument. While he was in full swing a letter arrived 
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from Bryan for Glass, who read it aloud to his agitated 
colleagues: 

You are authorized to speak for me and say that I appreciate 
profoundly the service rendered by the President to the people in 
the stand he has taken on the fundamental principles involved 
in currency reform, that I am with him in all the details. If my 
opinion has influence with anyone called upon to act on this meas- 
ure, I am willing to assume full responsibility for what I do when 
I . . . stand by the President and assist in securing the passage of 
the bill. 

It was a direct blow to the Henry group who now shouted 
that “Bryan doesn’t know a damn thing about the provi- 
sions of this currency bill.”*® Further to prove his good will, 
Bryan also, having grown “by degrees into the harmless 
habit of issuing companion pieces to the public proclamations 
of the President, gave out a statement to the press which 
. . . very likely helped to confirm several of his zealous dis- 
ciples ... in their purpose to support the bill.”*® When it was 
passed. Glass wrote Bryan a letter of thanks and congratu- 
lation. 

Again, in the opinion of the more stiff-necked among the 
Democrats, Bryan went over to the enemy on the Panama 
Canal Tolls issue. In 1910 he had advocated that the tolls, 
if applied to American vessels at all, should do no more 
than cover operation and maintenance. In 191a a law had 
been passed exempting American coastwise vessels from pay- 
ment of the tolls, and Great Britain attacked it as a viola- 
tion of the Hay-Pauncefote treaty. Wilson soon grew con- 
vinced of the justice of her stand and when Colonel House 
visited England in July, 1913, he assured Sir Edward Grey 
privately that the President would work for the repeal of , 
that section of the Panama Canal Act.^ But since both the 
Republican and the Democratic platforms had endorsed the 
principle of exemption for American vessels, the situation was 
an extremely delicate one to handle. Bryan at first stood 
solidly on the platform, but was finally persuaded that to 
preserve international harmony a plank might be ignored. 
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Besides, he argued, in justifying his change of front, a poll 
had since been taken of the delegates attending the 1912 
Convention and of the 845 answering 682 had been in 
favour of repeal/^ Repeal won the day, but only after a de- 
bate of twenty hours in the House and a stilF fight that split 
both parties. 

Before very long Mexico began making trouble again. A 
number of American naval officers landed at Iturbide Bridge 
in Tampico, in violation of regulations with which they were 
not accjuainted. They were arrested by subordinate JSdexican 
army officials and subsequently released with an apology 
from the local military commander. The incident, however, 
was interpreted by Admiral Mayo as a deliberate affront 
directed by the Huerta party against the United States and 
he demanded that the Mexicans salute the American flag 
by way of discipline. Instructed by Huerta, they refused. 
An account of the affair was telephoned by the State De- 
partment to Bryan, who lay sick at home, and he dictated a 
message supporting Mayo’s action. 

“Remember,” he said, “that the United States can always 
be depended upon to stand upon its dignity and honour.”^^ 
He then telephoned the message to the President at Hot 
Springs and was rewarded with the answer: “Exactly what 
I should have said.”® 

Things had reached this pass when a most untoward in- 
cident brought matters to a head. Tumulty, the President’s 
secretary, received a cable at two-thirty in the morning of 
April twenty-first announcing that a German vessel with 
arms and ammunition for Huerta would land at Vera Cruz 
at ten o’clock. Tumulty called up Bryan and Daniels, and 
after a three-cornered conversation, Bryan telephoned to 
the President for his opinion. 

“Of course, Mr. Bryan,” said Wilson, “you understand 
what drastic action in this matter might ultimately mean 
to our relations with Mexico.” Bryan answered that he did, 
but still felt that the German steamer should be prevented 
from landing its cargo for Huerta.® Wilson then instructed 
Daniels to send a wire to Admiral Fletcher saying: “Take 
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Vera Cruz at once.” It may be that Bryan relied too heavily 
on the assurances of John E. Lind and others who had been 
sent to Mexico to investigate conditions and who had as- 
sured the United States government that Mexicans would 
resist no move hostile to Huerta. If this had been true, 
a blow struck at Huerta was a blow struck for both countries. 
If such was Bryan’s belief, he was doomed to disappoint- 
ment. The Mexicans, despite John Lind, did offer an un- 
organized resistance at Vera Cruz, the Americans made a 
confused and awkward landing, and the adventure resulted 
in relatively heavy fatalities on both sides. To make mat- 
ters worse, the German ship landed her cargo at another 
port, and the loss of life accomplished nothing. 

Peace treaties to the contrary notwithstanding, William 
Jennings, to his great dismay, had been involved in some- 
thing very like war. 

But he was comforted. Argentina, Brazil, and Chile ar- 
ranged a conference between the United States and the 
Mexican factions at Niagara Falls. As a result of the pres- 
sure brought to bear upon him by this conference, coupled 
with the withdrawal of British support, Huerta was forced 
into retirement and General Carranza was given a chance 
to see what he could do with the government of the country. 
Bryan heaved a sigh of relief when the American troops 
evacuated Vera Cruz and congratulated himself that war 
was averted. 

During the first half of 1914 he prosecuted his prohibi- 
tion campaign and came out in favour of Woman Suffrage. 
“ Does woman lack either intelligence or morality ? ” Evident- 
ly not, for the churches were full of them, and the prisons 
mainly occupied by men.^® He helped defeat Roger Sullivan’s 
aspirations to the Senate, thereby evening old scores; 
and his chief pronounced this blessing upon him: “Not only 
have Mr. Bryan’s character, his justice, his sincerity, his 
Christian principle, made a deep impression upon all with 
whom he has dealt, but his tact in dealing with men of many 
sorts, his capacity for business, his mastery of the principle 
of each matter he has been called upon to deal with, have 
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cleared away many a difficulty. ... I cannot say what pleas- 
ure and profit I myself have taken from close association 
with Mr. Bryan, or how thoroughly he has seemed to all of 
us who are associated with him here to deserve not only our 
confidence but our affectionate admiration.”^® 

There is little doubt that William Jennings Bryan and 
Woodrow Wilson would have continued to travel along the 
same road had not the World War come to part them.^ To 
Bryan its outbreak was absolutely inexplicable in the light 
of the fact that he had negotiated so many peace treaties. 
His first reaction was unqualified horror. To Wilson it was 
both less unexpected and less inexplicable. Colonel House 
and he had agreed a year before that a war was possible 
and Wilson explained the fact on the basis of deep-seated 
economic, racial, and politico-military rivalries. But he did 
not regard it with any less jaundiced eyes than Bryan. It 
was the evolution of their standpoints from somewhat com- 
mon beginnings that parted them. Bryan’s first move was 
to support neutrality; his second, to support all chances 
for bringing about mediation. 

In September he presented his views in a fair and lucid 
letter to the President: 

The European situation distresses me. The slaughter goes on 
and each day makes it more apparent that it is to be a prolonged 
struggle. All parties to the conflict declare they did not want war, 
that they were not responsible for it and that they desire peace 
— and to make their positions more nearly identical they desire 
an enduring peace. 

. . . The responsibility for continuing the war is just as grave 
as the responsibility for beginning it, and this responsibility, if 
pressed upon the consideration of the belligerent nations, might 
lead them to consent to mediation. . . . The world looks to us to 
lead the way, and I know your deep desire to render every possible 
assistance. . . . Both sides seem to entertain the old idea that fear 
is the only basis upon which peace can rest. 

It is not likely that either side will win so complete a victory 
as to be able to dictate terms, and if either side does vnn such a 
victory, it will probably mean preparation for another war. It 
would seem better to look for a more rational basis of peace. 
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I believe that a compulsory investigation of disputes before 
hostilities begin, such as our treaties provide for, would go far 
toward preventing war; but the most potent of all influences for 
the promotion of peace is the substitution of friendship for hatred. 

. . . Mediation would give opportunity for the consideration of all 
plans, and I see no other way in which these plans can be consid- 
ered or even proposed, for complete success by either side will 
make that side feel that it is in a position to compel peace by the 
exercise of superior force 

Throughout his tenure of office Bryan never ceased to 
maintain his efforts toward a strict neutrality, while step 
by step he was forced from his position by the rapidly grow- 
ing pro-Ally sentiment in the administration and the country, 
and by his constant inability to cope with the subtler minds 
and more powerful influences surrounding him. His first 
concession was in the matter of the Declaration of London. 
The State Department, in an effort to define the privileges 
of a neutral, proposed that the warring powers agree to abide 
by the declaration, a document drawn up in 1909, which, 
among other things, defined contraband and so made clear 
what articles might legitimately be exported by a neutral 
to a belligerent nation. It had been ratified only by the United 
States, but now the Central Powers agreed to accept it as a 
basis of action, provided the Entente would do as much. 
Great Britain refused. She was not going to have the use- 
fulness of the blockade, always her most powerful weapon 
in waging war, impaired. She maintained that the technique 
of war had developed so rapidly that many articles would 
have to be added to the existing list of contraband, and only 
if she were permitted to make such additions as in her judg- 
ment seemed necessary, would she agree to the plan. 

Under these terms, the contraband list would eventually 
include whatever the British Orders in Council chose to 
define as such, even to foodstuffs for enemy civilians. This 
proposal did not meet with the approval of Washington, and 
four times Ambassador Page was most reluctantly com- 
pelled to ask Great Britain to accept the declaration uncon- 
ffitionally. Four times Great Britain refused. Page was in 
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despair. Sir Cecil Spring-Rice, British Ambassador to the 
United States, refused to deal with the State Department. 
At length, through the good oiEces of Colonel House, a so- 
called compromise was arrived at, which gave Great Britain 
exactly what she wanted. The American government agreed 
to waive the Declaration of London as originally drawn up, 
and to defend the rights of neutrals on the basis of existing 
treaties and the recognized code of international law. Great 
Britain made her own contraband list and arbitrarily ex- 
tended, even beyond the limits defined by America in Civil 
War times, the interpretation of the doctrine of “continu- 
ous voyage,” as a means of preventing all materials sent by 
neutral countries to Germany from reaching their destina- 
tion. 

Bryan had been away on political missions while most of 
the correspondence was going on, but he put his signature 
to the final papers.^® He was giving ground under pressure, 
and if he realized that in so far as he yielded he betrayed his 
cause, somehow he managed to justify the process to himself. 

The only alternative to compromise was resignation, a 
step he was loath to take. Retirement from the field meant 
leaving a cause unchampioned. What would happen, for ex- 
ample, to his beloved peace treaties, in which no official but 
himself seemed especially interested? Despite the carnage, 
he retained a touching faith in their efficacy. France and 
England had signed since the outbreak of war, and he never 
let slip a chance to advance their cause with the Central 
Powers. 

“Every time we met,” wrote Count von Bernstorff, “he 
used to remind me of his arbitration treaty. . . . Later I often 
regretted that we did not fall in with Mr. Bryan’s wishes.”^* 
No, he would not resign. Better to stay and fight with a 
blunted sword than not at all. 

And he did fight. He was foremost in insisting that England 
should be held equally accountable with Germany for her 
sins against neutrality, which were many. She interfered 
with United States mails. She flew the American flag on her 
own ships to protect them from attack. She forced American 
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vessels into English ports and held them there so long that 
the shippers were glad in the end to sell their cargoes to the 
British at British prices. She did more than any other com- 
batant to destroy the fabric of international law and prac- 
tice governing neutrals, and Bryan signed the protest against 
each infraction — a protest so vigorous that in those days of 
beclouded issues and hysterical partisanship it wasn’t long 
before he was being pelted with cries of “Pro-German!” 
But he did not accomplish much against the diplomatic 
negotiations being carried on behind his back by Colonel 
House and the Anglophile Ambassador to Great Britain, 
who apparently looked upon Bryan as a semi-imbecile and 
had trouble in mentioning his name without foaming at 
the mouth. 

Bryan’s position with regard to England’s culpability was 
shared by other members of the Cabinet. Franklin K. Lane 
wrote to a friend on January 12, 1915: “England is making 
a fool of herself by antagonizing American opinion, insisting 
upon rights of search she never had acknowledged as to her- 
self. If she persists she will be successful in driving from her 
the opinion of this country, which is ninety per cent in her 
favor, . , . We have some ambition to have a shipping of our 
own, and England’s claim to own the seas, as Germany puts 
it, does not strike the American mind favorably.” 

And T. W. Gregory, Wilson’s Attorney General, has said: 
“Up to the time that Germany began its atrcocious sub- 
marine warfare culminating in the sinking of the Lusitania, 
we had far less cause of complaint against her than we had 
against Great Britain. . . . Her acts were substantially the 
same acts that brought on the War of 1812..”“ But the 
President’s all-powerful influence was placed squarely be- 
hind leniency for the British. Mr. Gr^ory goes on to say: 
“ A Cabinet meeting was held, at which several of Mr. 
son’s advisers expressed great indignation at what they 
considered violation of our international rights, and urged 
a more vigorous policy on our part. . . . After patiently listen- 
ing, Mr. Wilson said . . . that the orcflnary rules of conduct 
had no application to the situation; that the Allies were 
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standing with their backs to the wall, fighting wild beasts; 
that he would permit nothing to be done by our country 
to hinder or embarrass them in the prosecution of the war 
unless admitted rights were grossly violated, and that this 
policy must be understood as settled.”®^ Powerful protests? 
Yes. Action? No. 

It must have irked Bryan to sign some of the official com- 
munications, which could of course contain no hint of what 
was going on behind the scenes but must be so drafted as to 
uphold with complete loyalty the ostensible policies of the 
government whose spokesman he was. He received from Sen- 
ator William J. Stone of the Committee on Foreign Relations 
a letter charging, under twenty heads, discrimination of 
the United States as between Germany and Great Britain. 
Why, for example, were public war loans wrong and (as 
Bryan had ruled) the sale of ammunitions right? Bryan 
answered: 

War loans in this country were disapproved because incon- 
sistent with the spirit of neutrality. There is a clearly defined dif- 
ference between a war loan and the purchase of arms and am- 
munition. The policy of disapproving of war loans affects all gov- 
ernments alike, so that the disapproval is not an unneutral act. 
The case is entirely different in the matter, of arms and ammuni- 
tion, because prohibition of export . . . would not operate equally 
upon the nations at war. ... A war loan, if offered for popular sub- 
scription in the United States, would be taken up chiefly by those 
who are in sympathy with the belligerent seeking the loan. The 
result would be that great numbers of the American people might 
become more earnest partisans, having material interest in the 
success of the belligerent whose bonds they hold ® 

This was bad enough. But when, to the charge of wilful 
blindness to England’s high-handed seizure of the ocean, 
he countered with the followng words, it is hardly conceiv- 
able, in view of proven facts, that they were written in a will- 
ing spirit: 

The fact that the commerce of the United States is interrupted 
by Great Britain is consequent upon the superiority of her Navy 
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on the high seas. History shows that whenever a country has pos- 
sessed that superiority our trade has been interrupted, and that 
few articles essential to the prosecution of the war have been 
allowed to reach its enemy from this country. 

Petrol and other petroleum products have been proclaimed by 
Great Britain as contraband of war. In view of the absolute neces- 
sity of such products to the use of submarines, aeroplanes and 
motors, the United States government has not yet reached the 
conclusion that they are improperly included in a list of contra- 
band. Military operations to-day are largely a question of motive 
power through mechanical devices. It is therefore difficult to argue 
successfully against the inclusion of petroleum among the articles 
of contraband. 

If any American citizens, partisans of Germany and Austria- 
Hungary, feel that this administration is acting in a way injurious 
to the cause of those countries, this feeling results from the fact 
that on the high seas the German and Austro-Hungarian naval 
power is thus far inferior to the British.® 


Then there was the “working agreement,’^ its terms de- 
vised by Ambassador Page and Sir Edward Grey, whose 
true significance Bryan may’ have missed. It provided that 
American manufacturers, “using raw material obtained in 
part from Allied territories,” should be assured of their 
supplies on condition that they should not reexport to 
“ countries at war with Great Britain or to neutral European 
countries from which Great Britain has not secured satisfac- 
tory guarantees against reexportation of such articles.”®^ 
It was a fine thing, to be sure, for the American manufac- 
turers to have certain access to what they needed, but it 
was a still finer thing for the British government, since it 
rendered American industry more than ever dependent upon 
continued peaceful relations between the two countries and 
automatically created in influential American circles a strong 
prejudice against the creation of any ill feeling between 
them. 

However Bryan may have been befuddled by himself or 
others, he was, after all, neither fool nor knave. He “became 
restive under the criticism he received. . . . The continued 
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charges that he was unable to comprehend the business^ of 
the State Department, that he did not know what was going 
on under his nose, that he did not read the dispatches, and 
that, reading them, he could not understand them, were 
perhaps getting under his skin. Besides, the issues were 
growing too clear to be mistaken, sympathies too obvious to 
be denied. 

In February, 1915, Germany announced unrestrained sub- 
marine warfare, in reprisal against Great Britain s self- 
made laws of the seas; a step to which America s passive 
concurrence with England’s stand had certainly contrib- 
uted. It was decided that a note should be sent to Germany 
demanding strict accountability, and in a letter to Wilson, 
dated April twenty-third, Bryan protested this move without 
a similar move in the direction of England: 

The note which you propose will, I fear, very much inflame 
the already hostile feeling against us in Germany, not entirely be- 
cause of our protest against Germany’s action . . • but in part be- 
cause of its contrast with our attitude toward the Allies, if we op- 
pose the use of the submarines against merchantmen, we will lay 
down a law for ourselves as well as for Germany. If we admit the 
right of the submarine to attack merchantmen but condemn their 
particular act or class of acts as inhuman, we will be embarrassed 
by the fact that we have not protested against Great Britain’s 
defence of the right to prevent foods reaching non-combatant 
enemies.®* 

Then he wistfully offered his familiar panacea: 

I venture to suggest an alternative, namely, an appeal to the 
nations at war to consider terms of peace. We cannot justify wait- 
ing until both sides, or even one side, asks for mediation. As a neu- 
tral, we cannot have in mind the wishes of one side more than the 
wishes of the other side. 

His first suggestion bore no fruit. The disputed note to 
Germany was sent, while England received so weak a protest 
against her misuse of the American flag that it might better 
have been left unwritten. As for mediation, Bryan knew that 
Wilson had sent Colonel House abroad as his peace emis- 
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sary. “Bryan was distinctly disappointed when he heard 
I was to go,” writes House. “He said he had planned to go 
himself.” But Bryan swallowed his disappointment and told 
his rival graciously that since he could not go in an official 
capacity House was the one person fitted to go unofficially. 
He must have realized to some extent his lack of prestige 
in British diplomatic circles, though he could hardly have 
been aware of the utter contempt in which his capacities were 
held. Perhaps he classed the British among “those super- 
cilious persons who will constantly be looking down upon 
me,”®^ as he had once plaintively described a suggested ap- 
pointee to House. 

On May 7, 1915, the United States was amazed by the ■ 
news that a German submarine had sunk the British liner 
Lusitania in the Irish Sea and that among others one hun- 
dred and twenty-four Americans — ^men, women, and children 
— ^had been lost. The blaze of war sentiment, already burn- 
ing steadily in certain sections of the country, leaped high. 
Colonel House in London abandoned his hopes for media- 
tion and said to Page: “We shall be at war with Germany 
within a month.” 

But this time the President’s alter ego spoke too soon. Wil- 
son was not so ready for war as many of his advisers would 
have liked. Fully alive to the political implications of what 
had occurred, he still remained unconvinced that he had 
grounds for an immediate declaration of hostilities. The 
Lusitania was an auxiliary cruiser of the British Navy and 
carried a large quantity of ammunition.®* Whether or not 
she was armed is still a question for debate. The Americans 
who had sailed aboard her, while not officially warned against 
taking passage, were well aware of the risks they had as- 
sumed. To an impartial mind, Germany had a case. 

To the mind of William Jennin^ Bryan the case was a 
very clear one. “Germany has a right,” he wrote to Presi- 
dent Wilson on the ninth, “to prevent contraband going to 
the Allies, and a ship carrying contraband should not rely 
upon passengers to protect her from attack — ^it would be like 
putting women and children in front of an army. And he 
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pressed upon his chief the necessity for action that would 
prevent United States citizens from sailing aboard vepels 
carrying explosives. On the same day the President received 
a cable from House, urging war. 

Two days later Wilson laid before the Cabinet his note to 

Germany. The crucial passage read; 

This Government has already taken occasion to inform Ae 
Imperial German Government that it cannot admit the adoption 
of such methods [those incident to the unrestricted submarine 
campaign] or such a warning of danger [advising Americans not to 
sail on Entente ships] to operate as in any degree an abbreviation 
of the rights of American shipmasters or of American citizens 
bound on lawful errands as passengers on merchant ships of bellig- 
erent nationality; and that it must hold the Imperial German 
Government to a strict accountability for any infringement of 
those rights, intentional or incidental. 

Bryan was appalled, not so much by the strong language 
used as by “the actual intention of the American govern- 
ment ... to develop the correspondence with Germany to a 
climax which might result in war.”® The Cabinet approved 
the note but the Secretary of State in great agitation sug- 
gested the advisability of a supplementary note that would 
convey to the German government the assurance that mat- 
ters had not gone beyond a point where they could be 
settled by arbitration. 

“The words, ‘strict accountability,”’ wrote Bryan, “hav- 
ing been construed by some of the newspapers to mean an 
immediate settlement of the matter, I deem it fitting to say 
that that construction is not a necessary one. In individual 
matters friends sometimes find it wise to postpone the settle- 
ment of disputes until such differences can be considered 
calmly and on their merits. So it may be with nations. The 
United States and Germany, between whom there exists 
a long-standing friendship, may find it advisable to post- 
pone until peace is restored any disputes which do not 
yield to diplomatic treatment.”®^ 

The President was disposed to heed the advice of his Sec- 
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retary. “It would not be wise, I think, to give out a direct 
statement; but I think the same purpose would be served by 
such a ‘tip’ as the enclosed, accompanying the publication 
of the note.”®® The enclosed tip read; 

A frank issue is now made, and it is expected that it will be 
met in good temper and with a desire to reach an agreement, de- 
spite the passions of the hour — passions in which the United States 
does not share — or else submit the whole matter to such processes 
of discussion as will result in a permanent settlement.®* 

Bryan was satisfied. The idea was to release this tip to 
the press. It would then be transmitted to Germany as news, 
where the semi-official character of the utterance would be 
emphasized. But between the time he expressed agreement 
with Bryan and the time chosen for releasing the tip to the 
correspondents, Wilson was pressed to reconsider the step. 
Whether through conviction or the force of opposition, he 
yielded and withdrew his sanction. “Since I expressed my 
approval of the statement you suggested for the press, I 
have heard something, indirecdy from the German Embassy, 
which convinces me that we would lose all chance of bring- 
ing Germany to reason, if we in any way or degree indicated 
to them, or to our own public, that this note was merely the 
first word in a prolonged debate.” 

The tip was not released, and the next day Bryan, prophet 
of peace, sent off to Germany a note that held the seeds of 
war. 

He must have known that the end was near and the knowl- 
edge must have made him thoroughly miserable. To give 
the last unhappy touch to an unhappy day, he received an- 
other note from the President, setting forth his final views 
on the subject of warnings to American citizens to avoid 
the ships of belligerent nations. “ My feeling is this,” wrote 
the President: “ the request is unnecessary. ... It weakens 
the effect of our saying to Germany that we mean to sup- 
port our citizens in the exercise of their right to travel 
both on our ships and on belligerent.”®^ 

One misfortune followed upon another and the savage 
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attacks to which he was subjected by the famous Dumba 
affair must have seemed to Bryan wholly gratuitous. On 
May twentieth, before Germany’s reply to the Lusitania 
note had been received, Ambassador Dumba of Austria- 
Hungary expressed to William Phillips, Third Assistant 
Secretary of State, the opinion that the country was not 
unanimously behind the President in his note to Germany. 
Next day Bryan, having been informed of the conversation, 
talked with Dumba himself. What they said nobody knows, 
but on May twenty-third Bryan received a telegram from 
Ambassador Gerard, which read in part: 

Zimmennann told me yesterday that Dumba, Austro-Hunga- 
rian Minister, had cabled that you had told him Lusitania note was 
not meant in earnest and was only sent as sop to public opinion.*® 

Bryan replied: 

Will secure from Dumba and cable you statement denying the 
reported communication to Zimmermann or correcting the con- 
struction placed upon it. I need not tell you that there is absolutely 
no justification for his report, and you will please so notify the 
government at once. The government must not for a moment mis- 
understand the language or intent of the note regarding the 
submarine attack on the Lusitania.^ 

The promised statement from Dumba followed later in 
the day: 

Secretary of State just advised me of a cable of Mr. Gerard 
purportmg that I had sent to Berlin a telegram which, according 
to Mr. Zimmermann, said in substance the Lusitania note was not 
meant in earnest and “was only sent as sop to public opinion.” 
I do not understand how my telegram could produce such an 
erroneous impression. Mr. Bryan emphasized the difference be- 
tween the destruction of human lives and material damage, the 
high tension of public opinion and the correspondent earnestness 
of his protest, which does not exclude a friendly tone and spirit. 
It would be a great mistake to minimize the earnestness of this 
protest.®’' 
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Officially, Dxunba’s statement closed the business, but it was 
long before Bryan heard the last of it. The cries of “Pro- 
German!” were redoubled, and wholly unfounded rumours 
spread abroad that Bryan had been asked to resign. He may 
have been the soul of prudence at the Dumba interview 
— or he may not — but once the story was told, the public 
needed neither evidence nor confirmation, to believe the 
worst— it needed only desire, of which there was plenty. 

Mexico must have been another thorn in William Jennings’s 
flesh during this period, though an inconsiderable one 
compared with the poisoned barb of Europe. Carranza had 
been unable to form a government satisfactory to the United 
States, and Secretary Garrison, acting on the opinion of 
General Hugh Scott, had advanced the cause of Villa. 
On June first President Wilson announced to the Cabinet 
that he had prepared a message to Mexico, stating that 
unless the warring factions could settle their own differences, 
the United States would proceed to give “ active moral sup- 
port” to one of them, Bryan opposed the note as smacking 
of intervention. He was less tractable nowadays to the rea- 
soned persuasions of his chief; or perhaps his chief, seeking 
to hasten the inevitable, took less trouble to persuade him. 
At any rate, he was overruled and compelled to telegraph 
the message to Mexico City next day. 

Meantime, in the early morning of May thirty-first, the 
German reply to the Lusitania note had been received. It 
was inconclusive, a statement of the facts of the affair as 
they appeared to the German government and a request 
for a statement from the American government as to whether 
it was in agreement with the correctness of the German 
statement, and continued: “The Imperial Government begs 
to reserve a final statement of its position with regard 
to the demands made in connection with the Lusitania, until 
a reply is received from the American Government. . . 

This play for time displeased the President. He was in 
no mood for debate, and he proceeded to draft a second note, 
which was a virtual demand that Germany abandon sub- 
marine warfare. When this note was submitted to the Cabi- 



348 THE PEERLESS LEADER 

net Bryan grew heated. What about England? he wanted 
to know. Why were we so ready to send notes to Germany 
and so reluctant to demand our rights of England, who was 
preventing our exports from going where we sent them? 
There was an immediate protest. Germany s action had in- 
volved the loss of human life. What were our material in- 
terests by comparison ? Bryan, in the heat of the moment, 
charged that certain members of the Cabinet were pro- 
Ally; but he was not permitted to go far in that direction. 

‘“Mr. Bryan,’ said the President with a steely glitter 
in his eye, 'you are not warranted in making such an asser- 
tion. We ail doubtless have our opinions in this matter, but 
there are none of us who can justly be accused of having 
been unfair.’”®® 

Mr. Bryan apologized and the discussion was renewed, 
with the Secretary of State pulling one way and all his col- 
leagues the other. If he had retained any smallest spark of 
hope up to that time, it now went out. 

On Friday, June fourth, he announced that he could not 
sign the new note to Germany unless its severity were mod- 
erated.™ No such assurance was forthcoming, and on Satur- 
day McAdoo, who was acting as mediator between ^Bryan 
and the President, found him in the throes of composing 
his note of resignation. McAdoo took the news to Wilson, 
whose only fear was that Bryan’s step might create the 
impression both at home and in Germany that America 
was readier for war than was actually the case. On Monday, 
Wilson and McAdoo visited Bryan together and attempted 
to dissuade him, but it may safely be guessed that the effort 
lacked any great enthusiasm. Secretary of Commerce Redfield, 
who had an appointment with Wilson that afternoon writes: 

He soon came in, visibly disturbed, and expressed his regret for 
the delay, saying that he had just left a conference with Mr. 
Bryan, who had resigned and insisted on leaving the Cabinet. 
The President had done his best to dissuade him, but fruitlessly, 
for Mr. Bryan felt that he could not conscientiously remain Secre- 
tary of State under conditions which might make him a respon- 
sible participant in the war.'^ 
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On Tuesday there was a Cabinet meeting, and when the 
members assembled Bryan was missing. Presently a mes- 
senger appeared with a note for the President. Wilson read 
it and turned to the Cabinet officers: “Gentlemen,” he said, 
“Mr. Bryan has resigned as Secretary of State, to take ef- 
fect when the German note is sent.” Without waiting for 
comment, he added that Bryan had asked permission to 
attend the meeting, if his presence would entail no embar- 
rassment upon his erstwhile colleagues. They agreed that it 
would not, and in a few moments he entered. His associates 
rose to greet him and the President welcomed him with his 
customary courtesy. 

Bryan, apparently exhausted and suffering under an 
emotional strain, leaned back in his chair with closed eyes. 
He was again the centre of a dramatic situation, painful, 
but not without its minor compensations. The interrupted 
discussion was resumed. 

At the close of the meeting he invited all the Cabinet mem- 
bers to lunch with him, and Lane, Garrison, Daniels, Burle- 
son, and Houston accepted. Throughout the meal he was 
“preoccupied and seemed to be communing with himself.”’'^ 
Finally he arose and bade his guests a formal farewell. He 
said that Wilson and he were both right from their respec- 
tive viewpoints, and that they were both striving toward the 
same goal: peace. He hoped to be of greater service to the 
President outside the Cabinet than he could be within. 

Then Franklin Lane, apparently moved, said to him: 
“You are the most real Christian I know.” This was too 
much for Bryan. Having been so long buffeted by opposi- 
tion and bruised by scorn. Lane’s kind words completely 
unnerved him. 

“I must act according to my conscience,” he said brokenly. 
“ I go out into the dark. The President has all the prestige 
and power on his side.” But after a few seconds he collected 
himself. He was not entirely bereft. After all, there were bet- 
ter things in the world than prestige and power. And sud- 
denly, flinging back his head, he cried: “I have many 
friends who would die for me! ” 
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That night the President read to House over the telephon< 
the message to Germany as it had been tempered and re 
vised by the suggestions of the Cabinet. But that night also 
as the Bryans were going in to dinner at the home of friends 
they heard the newsboys shouting an extra in the streets. 

A paper was brought in and, streaming in huge black let- 
ters across the width of the sheet, they saw the words: 

BRYAN RESIGNED 



CHAPTER XXVIII 


THE LONELY LEADER 

In a war-mad world in which treaties were scraps of paper, 
Bryan’s frantic efforts for peace seemed but shrill anaemic 
cries. It was a lonely voice, less golden than of yore. His 
opinion was his own, not that of millions. 

Bryan, Henry Ford, Jane Addams, Crusaders for Peace, 
an ill-assorted company tenuously in agreement on peace, 
not at all on fundamentals. Bryan, the man with millions 
of followers, when his cause collapsed, found himself stand- 
ing rejected and alone. His efforts to regain contact with 
the sources of his strength were desperate and pathetic. 
Out of office and free to orate for any or all of the numerous 
causes which had engaged his passionate attention, he 
seized upon old issues with their convenient Biblical tags and 
tried to pump them into life — ^Peace, Woman’s Suffrage, 
Prohibition, and God! 

Peace! With seeming generosity he gave lip-service to 
Wilson, while, in reality, he opposed him. 

In August the Arabic was sunk, giving Bryan a chance to 
dilate in public on what had been a private bone of conten- 
tion between himself and Wilson. “The question just now is 
whether an American citizen should put his convenience or 
even his rights above his nation’s welfare. If American citi- 
zens refuse to consider their own safety or the safety of the 
nation, then a second situation arises, namely: whether the 
government should permit a few persons to drag this coun- 
try into an unparalleled war.” He was hardly serving the 
President as the President would have liked to be served, but 
at least he was experiencing the satisfaction of saying what 
he thought. 

Would he go abroad as the great unofficial ambassador of 
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peace and single-handed end the war? He considered this 
for a time. “If I decide to go,” he wrote, “it will be at my 
own expense and not as the spokesman of any special 
group.” Colonel House, preparing Ambassador Page for 
Bryan’s descent upon Europe, thought that it might be a 
good thing for him to go. “He would probably come back 
a sadder and wiser man. I take it that no one in authority 
in England would discuss the matter seriously with him, and 
in France I don’t believe he could even get a hearing.” 

Never mind about Bryan [Page answered]. Send him over here 
if you wish to get rid of him. ... If he had come while he was Secre- 
tary, I should have jumped off London Bridge and the country 
would have had one ambassador less. But I shall enjoy him now. 
You see, some peace crank from the United States comes along 
every week — some crank or some gang of cranks. . . . He can’t 
hurt Europe — ^nor help it; and you can spare him.^ 

* Bryan decided that he was needed at home. “The real 
question is not what the President THINKS the people want; 
but WHAT THE PEOPLE ACTUALLY WANT,” he as- 
serted;® and he felt that he, above all people, knew what 
they wanted. The preparedness advocates captured the 
President. In November, at the Manhattan Club, Wilson 
announced his conversion to the cause. Bryan was shocked 
and alarmed. When the President made his tour of the West 
advocating preparedness, W. J. hurried in his wake, en- 
deavouring to hold them firm to what he thought their 
opinion really was. 

The people had a choice of rhetorics. It was not Bryan’s 
that they chose! 

If he was aware of how little headway he made against the 
giant strides of his opponents, he gave no evidence of it. 
“The reports that come to me,” he wrote Jane Addams on 
January 22, 1916, “all indicate a growing sentiment against 
preparedness. The papers which formerly spoke of prepared- 
ness as a matter of course are now discovering that there 
are all kinds of reasons why there is going to be difEoulty.”® 

Meantime, the government grew more and more com- 
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placent to England’s iniquities on the seas, and tended 
more and more to pursue, with regard to Germany, such 
tactics as antagonized and embittered her. 

It was of course on the peace issue that Bryan gave Wilson 
his support in his second campaign for the Presidency. His 
wife, always the wise and devoted counsellor, was kept in 
Florida by illness but continued to sustain his spirit through 
the mails. “I believe your speech in Washington is of great 
importance,” she wrote to him in March. “ I want you to 
show the so-called ‘ practical side ’ of your nature. Discuss it 
[peace] as you would if you were a lawyer arguing a case, 
and please answer the ‘ peace at any price ’ accusation. Don’t 
grin now and take this matter lightly. I know some things, 
little and black as I am.”^ 

Mrs. Bryan apparently recogni2ed that it was becoming 
increasingly necessary to advise her husband to put weight 
as well as wind into his speeches. 

He went to the 1916 convention as a newspaper corre- 
spondent, since the liquor interests had prevented his elec- 
tion as delegate-at-large, as successfully as they had kept 
his brother Charley from the governorship of Nebraska. 
When he appeared in the press gallery at St. Louis, the 
men on the floor went mad. They cheered and cheered, and 
he finally had to take refuge “under the speaker’s platform,” 
that he might record the proceedings in peace. Martin Glynn 
made the keynote speech, “paying such eloquent and beau- 
tiful tribute to Mr. Wilson that Mr. Bryan wept from emo- 
tion.” Then at the request of the delegates, Bryan mounted 
the rostrum amid deafening plaudits and spoke in praise 
of Wilson, “in the same deep, penetrating voice, the same 
rounded periods, the same oratorical effects, so entrancing 
to his adherents, so effective in casting a spell over the 
multitude”:® 

I join the rest of the nation in gratitude that at a time like 
this we have a President who is trying to keep us out of war. . . . 

I believe that the American people, grateful for what this adminis- 
tration has done, grateful that we have peace in this country while 
war stalks throughout the world, will not be unmindful of the fact 
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that it was a Democratic president . • . who has thus saved the 
country from the horrors of war. 

Nor did he miss the occasion to ^ve himself and his peace 
treaties a little boost; 

When the day comes for the world’s peace to be restored and 
for the treaties to be written that will guard against future wars, 
what administration is more worthy of the honor than the ad- 
ministration that has given to three quarters of the world a treaty 
plan that makes war a remote possibility between us and nearly 
all the principal nations of the earth?® 

During the months that followed, he spoke early and late 
for the President, using with telling effect the dominant 
campaign slogan, “He kept us out of war! He spoke chiefly 
in that section of the West where his views were most popu- 
lar, and only one state out of those he covered went Repub- 
lican. 

' “His mood is the mood of the West,” wrote the Chicago 
Tribune. “He is more responsible for Wilson now than he was 
four years ago. He is the most powerful living American — ” 
and continued ruefully: “Our only wish is that he had been 
a German or a Japanese or even a Canadian or a Mexican.”^ 
Despite the harsh criticism he had suffered on resigning from 
the Cabinet, despite his failure of election as a delegate to 
the convention, despite the scorn in which he was held by 
“supercilious persons” who were always “looking down” 
on him, he was still a force to be reckoned with. 

Woodrow Wilson gracefully acknowledged his support: 

May I not say how much I have admired your part in the 
campaign and what a vast deal of effective work you seem to me 
to have done in the very part of the country which has now aligned 
itself with the forces of progress. I think all Democrats are grate- 
ful to you. Certainly I am. 

But it wasn’t possible even for Bryan to close his eyes much 
longer to the terror that threatened. The tide of war hys- 
teria rose daily higher, engulfing one landmark after an- 
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other, and slowly the realization was forced upon his soul 
that this incredible thing which he had pushed away from 
his sight and refused to believe in might actually come to 
pass. A certain frantic quality entered into his activities. 
After congratulating Wilson on the note in which he had 
asked the warring nations imder what terms they would 
consider peace, he himself sent off a peace note to Lloyd 
George: 

As a friend of all the nations at war, as a Christian and a lover 
of humanity, I respectfully but most earnestly appeal to you to use 
your great influence to secure your government’s consent to 
negotiations. 

There is no dispute that must necessarily be settled by force. 
All international disputes are capable of adjustment by peaceful 
means. . . . Do not, I pray you, by refusing an exchange of views 
assume responsibility for a continuation of the unspeakable horrors 
of this unparalleled conflict. Your decision may mean life or death 
ta millions. 

Lloyd George remained unimpressed and, mumbling some- 
thing about a premature peace, continued to fight. 

On February third diplomatic relations were broken off 
between Germany and the United States, On February 
seventeenth, in an open letter to Jane Addams in The 
Commoner^ Bryan gave his first intimation of what he would 
do in case war should be declared: “We shall support the 
government in the event of war, but as friends of peace we 
are in duty bound to do all in our power to save our country 
from war’s horrors.” The same issue ran a plea to his read- 
ers: “Send telegrams, letters and petitions to the President, 
to your Senators and to your Congressmen, gi-ring your 
views on going to war. If opposed to entering this war on 
either side, say so at once. If you favor a referendum on a 
declaration of war, tell your representatives so and tell 
them immediately.” Editorially he said: “I believe to go into 
this war would be a crime against our nation and the world,” 
and again he spoke of his peace treaties and the possibility 
of using them as a guide for action. 
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On March fourth he received the following curious tele- 
gram from the ordinarily sober Judge Parker: 

If you and your friend Senator LaFollette and all of your joint 
followers and sympathizers had gone to heaven three years ago, 
Germany would not have attempted to drive the United States 

from the seas or to conspire to make war upon her Nor would 

you have had occasion to sneak out of Washington upon the dis- 
covery of the German plot. While you can never undo the mischief 
you have planned, yet if you act quickly you may be able to 
persuade [those now ambitious to become the Benedict Arnolds of 
Congress to end the shameful scene now being enacted.® 

William Jennings couldn^t quite make out what Parker 
was driving at and commented only that he had answered 
him once and for all, four years ago— and couldn’t be both- 
ered with him now. But once more Bryan said, this time in 
the Miami Herald, “I shaU live up to a patriot’s duty, if 

war comes.” • , , i 

And when war came, he lived up to a patriot s duty by 

telegraphing the President: 

Believing it to be the duty of the citizen to bear his part of the 
burden of war and his share of the peril, I hereby tender my services 
to the Government. Please enroll me as a private whenever I am 
needed and assign me to any work that I can do. Until called 
to the colors, I shall, through the Red Cross, contribute to the 
comfort of soldiers in the hospital and through the Y. IM. C. A. 
aid in safeguarding the morals of the men in camp. 

Wilson wearily replied: 

Thank you very warmly. I am sure that the whole country will 
believe that you are ready to serve in any way that may set its 
interests forward. 

Mars must have smiled at this exchange of formalities- 

" Whatever the country does is right,” Bryan told report- 
ers who waited for him on the steps of the White House after 
he had visited the President on April sixteenth. And yet the 
country .was beating its ploughshares into swords. In The 
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Commoner he intensified this astounding position. Conscrip- 
tion was right. Suppression of free speech was right. Jailing 
of conscientious objectors was right. But even in this amaz- 
ing shift of front he did not become a good hater. While 
he did not actively oppose German-baiting, he did not in- 
dulge in it. 

William Jennings Bryan committed intellectual suicide 
“for the duration of the war” along with thousands of other 
peace-loving Americans. Like the emotional Democracy 
of which he is a symbol, he felt that the patriot should 
not play pacifist when the fight was on. Yet neither in the 
Spanish War nor in the World War did he fight with his 
whole heart. While his old enemy T. R. made his last tragic 
gesture of jingoism, William Jennings guiltily applauded. 

The climactic compromise in a life of compromises. Faced 
with the enemy in person Bryan always refused to raise his 
fist to strike a physical blow. War was his enemy. His fists 
hung by his side. His tongue rattled on. Surrounded by 
women as a child he had never learned that a body blow is 
frequently more effective than a jawing. He was a moralist 
and not a moral hero. The logic of his position was conscien- 
tious objection. Instead, he became the pacifist in arms. 

The peace issue eliminated, there remained to Bryan pro- 
hibition and woman suffrage, and the very war that blotted 
out peace was a powerful factor in driving the others through 
to success. The economic freedom toward which women had 
been slowly forging was suddenly brought within reach by 
the country’s shortage of men, and the folly of denying the 
vote to so indispensable a section of the nation’s citizenry 
was revealed with peculiar force. To Bryan the issue remained 
a moral one and on that basis he campaigned for it, although 
he was never more than mildly interested; but moral or eco- 
nomic, he was pleased when the amendment was adopted 
and the mothers of the land were free to exercise their 
elevating influence through the medium of the ballot box. 

Prohibition was another story. That involved his political 
ambitions as well as his ethical beliefs, and his interest was 
more keen. Immediately after Wilson’s election, he had an- 
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nounced: “My work during the next four years will be to 
contribute whatever I can toward making the national 
democracy dry.” 

He probably had his eye on the passage of a law as the 1920 
campmgn issue, but as it happened, prohibition wasn’t going 
to wait for him. 

It has been generally conceded that the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment rode into port on the wave of the Help win the 
war” hysteria, shrewdly manipulated by the drys. But it 
cannot be said that it slipped in through the back door, for 
it had been an agitated question since 1880, and William 
Jennings had been grooming it for appearance in national 
politics since 1910. Conservation was being talked and prac- 
tised all over the country, and the Anti-Saloon League found 
ready to its hand a formidable weapon. Pamphlets were is- 
sued, proving that if food would win the war prohibition 
would do much to conserve food. “Food, Labor, Life. These 
are the three factors in winning the war and the liquor men 
are wasting all three.”® 

In the struggle for ratification of the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment Bryan was active, despite the fact that all was not well 
between himself and the Anti-Saloon League. He harangued 
receptive audiences, he wrote thunderous editorials, he even 
forswore party lines. “Vote only for legislative candidates 
who favor ratification. A Republican legislator who will vote 
to ratify the National Prohibition Amendment is better than 
a Democratic legislator who will vote to defeat the Amend- 
ment and retain the saloons.”^ Eventually forty-six states 
ratified the Amendment and on January 16, 1919, Bryan’s 
successor in office. Secretary of State Lansing, declared 
national prohibition the law of the land, to take effect one 
year from that date. 

Meantime, William H. Anderson, leader of the Anti- 
Saloon League in New York, was out for the blood of Bryan. 
He had committed the crime of invading Anderson’s own 
state to fight in the Legislature for prohibition. He had, 
besides, accepted the presidency of the Dry Federation 
after he had promised not to, unless the Dry Federation in- 
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eluded all prohibition societies within its compass.^^ And it 
didn’t. Two of the most powerful, the W. C. T. U. and the 
Anti-Saloon League, were well outside. Bryan needed dis- 
cipline and Anderson was going to see that he got it. 

He came forth with the assertion that beneath its right- 
eous mask the Dry Federation’s dark purpose was to boom 
Bryan for the Presidency in 1920.^^ He conceded that William 
Jennings was an eloquent speaker, but “ as a leader and sup- 
posed strategist, as a general, as one charged with responsi- 
bility for planning, Mr. Bryan is frankly a joke.” He asked 
that the Anti-Saloon League repudiate Bryan and disclaim 
responsibility for the statements he had made in the New 
York Legislature. The New York World found his indigna- 
tion quite just. Why should Bryan reap the reward, when 
others had “ borne the heat of the day and the burden of the 
struggle long before his conscience was awakened?”^* 

On May twenty-ninth, at a session of the league in Al- 
bany, Anderson was upheld by both the State Board and the 
National Executive Committee. “It is our judgment that 
the facts justify the Superintendent in taking any steps 
necessary to relieve the Anti-Saloon League of any responsi- 
bility of utterances of Mr. Bryan in New York.”“ As a 
further mark of their displeasure his name was omitted from 
the Prohibitionists’ Hall of Fame.^® He drew what comfort 
he could from the Dry Federation, which, to commemorate 
the signing, presented their president with a gold and 
silver loving cup in the ratio of 16 to i.^® And as a matter of 
fact, even the little tilF with the Anti-Saloon League ended 
happily. Apparently suffering pangs of remorse, they passed 
a resolution designed to smooth down the feathers of both 
combatants. Certainly Anderson had the right to jurisdic- 
tion within his own state. But with equal certainty William 
Jennings Bryan had performed invaluable service to the 
cause they all had at heart.^'^ Therefore, bygones should be 
bygones, and the eloquent tongue of the president of the 
Dry Federation should be employed by the Anti-Saloon 
League for the furtherance of its purposes. 

Peace had been welcomed with wonder and frenzy, with 
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bells and whistles, with weeping and prayer. The Commoner 
carried, boxed across its front page in huge black letters, 
the words 


PEACE 

GLORY TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST, 

ON EARTH PEACE, GOOD WILL TO MEN, 


And William Jennings hastened to cry “Friend!’ —if with 
a note of fatherly patronage — to the conquered enemy; 

The world rejoices as it never rejoiced before, and no people 
more than the people of Germany, who are at last free to share with 
other civilized nations in progress toward more and more popular 
government. There is glory enough for all. 

But 1919 was not a happy year, Mrs. Bryan’s health had 
grown steadily worse and she was paralyzed with a form of 
arthritis from which she never fully recovered. “I must 
wait till God gives me strength,” Bryan wrote to his brother 
Charley in March, “before I undertake anything in the way 
of leadership. Be patient with me. I have never felt so help- 
less before, so without strength. Poor Mary is struggling 
away at Baltimore with her braces and her crutches.”^® 

Poor Mary’s letters to her husband, who had gone to 
Washington to be treated for facial erysipelas, were pathetic. 
“My foot drags in a pitiful way,” “My back has almost 
killed me. . . . Last Sunday I cried nearly all day. . . . My 
legs are all right in my dreams.’’^® She was a brave woman, 
and such cries of distress to the husband she always tried to 
spare could have been wrung from her only in an agony of 
pain. The relationship between the two was probably the 
most appealing thing in Bryan’s life. “I wish I could be there 
in person,” he wrote, “to receive the welcome which your 
eyes have spoken to me for so many years. 

The years that took health from the Bryans gave them 
fortune, William Jennings seemed to be acquiring a taste for 
money as healthy as any plutocrat's. In 1919 he worked for the 
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Anti-Saloon League when he was able, for the handsome 
fee of $2^0 a day, spot cash, and expenses.^^ Before the year 
was over they had paid him $11,00022 — no fabulous sum, to 
be sure, but still only $1,000 short of his salary as Secretary 
of State. Only the New York World was always taking the 
joy out of life. How much of his income was derived from 
the Anti-Saloon League — ^it wanted to know. What was he 
doing to earn it? Was it earned in part by his promised ef- 
forts to get a prohibition enforcement plank into the 1920 
platform ?2® 

Bryan made a sweeping and high-minded rejoinder. He 
pointed out that for nine years he had worked for the 
cause and had “received no compensation whatever, and 
nearly always paid my own traveling expenses. . . . My re- 
fusal, however, to accept compensation was not due to 
any thought that it was improper — God forbid that the 
defenders of this only, and not its opponents, should be 
worthy of their hire — but because I knew the foe I was at- 
tacking, and was not willing to have my efforts discredited 
by the criticism of those . . . who could not conceive of un- 
purchased services in a righteous cause. ”2^ Once the amend- 
ment was passed, however, and the issue no longer politi- 
cal (forgetting for the moment that the question of enforce- 
ment versus repeal threatened to create more excitement 
even than the original passage of the law), he saw no reason 
why he should not help in the work of raising funds, for 
which work he received “a litde more than half as much 
per speech as I usually receive for my lectures.’’^® 

The Scotch in him again spoke out that the workman is 
worthy of his hire — and perhaps a little more. 

The year 1919 saw also the beginnings of another profit- 
able enterprise, which terminated only with Bryan’s death. 
While he had been in the Cabinet he had met In Washing- 
ton Charles A. Douglas, then representing Carranza’s inter- 
ests in the United States. Douglas decided that he could 
use to advantage Bryan’s gift for words and his prestige as 
a former Secretary of State, and they drew up an agreement 
whereby Bryan, with the title of “Counsel in International 
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Matters,” was to serve as the special representative of 
Latin American countries in Washington,® appearing before 
“tribunals of any character at home and abroad in inter- 
national controversies which alFect American citizens. 
The arrangement was kept dark until May, 192.1, when it 
was announced that Bryan had joined the law firm of 
Douglas, O’Bear & Douglas.^® 

The chief business of the firm was the arrangement for 
Latin American countries of loans in the United States. 
We had loaned billions to Europe, said William Jennings; 
we might spare millions for Latin America. But there were 
other matters as well that took their attention. They were 
retained, for example, to support the candidacy of Chamorro, 
the conservative President of Nicaragua, in 1920, and Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan, patron saint of liberalism, presented his 
case to the State Department.® Despite the influence of the 
American minister on the side of the liberal candidate, 
Chamorro was elected and Douglas and Bryan received for 
their services the sum of |io,ooo.® Perhaps it was too much 
to expect of Bryan that he should master the intricacies of 
Latin American politics. Perhaps he didn t realize that 
liberal and conservative meant the same thing in Spanish 
as in English. Perhaps it was another case — as with the 
Ryan-Belmont contribution in 1904 — of ignoring with 
benign complacency matters that might not bear too close^ 
an investigation. 

Anyway, he was far more interested in American than in 
Nicaraguan politics, and the 1920 battle promised plenty of 
excitement. As early as March 1919 written to his 

“darling girl”: “Senator Kenyon, the leader of the Pro- 
gressives, is to call this afternoon. I regard him as the best 
man in the Republican party of presidential size. I think I 
can give Senator Kenyon some points that will help him 
in the present situation. If he were President, my position 
with the Administration would be much better in every way 
than it has been with the present Administration.”®^ What 
he hoped to gain from the presidency of Kenyon is not 
clear; but there was evidence here of a resentment against 
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his former chief that he had never acknowledged, and more 
than a hint that his devotion to the party was an incident 
compared with his devotion to William Jennings Bryan. 

The two issues that were tearing the country apart were 
prohibition and the League of Nations. Hardly had the 
Eighteenth Amendment been passed than the hubbub arose 
for modification or repeal. Bryan regarded the issue lovingly 
for the 1920 campaign, but in order that all its possibilities 
should be realized, it must stand preeminent. The Treaty, 
with the League of Nations incorporated, brought home by 
Wilson from Versailles, threatened to dwarf it. It would be 
well to get that out of the way first. 

Woodrow Wilson was the fighter for his ideals, no matter 
how mistaken. Where Wilson fought, Bryan would have 
compromised, and Bryan saw him, not a hero, but an auto- 
crat. 

Wilson was pleading that the League should be ratified 
without reservations. Article X, and all, and Bryan at first 
supported him. “No matter in whafform the President gets 
it adopted, it is better that we should have the League 
than that we should fail to organize.” But when the hope- 
lessness of getting it through Congress in its original form 
grew daily more apparent, Bryan veered. 

“The situation that confronts the President and the coun- 
try is that the Senate will not ratify the Treaty save with 
reservations.” Very well, said Bryan. The important thing 
is ratification — ^ratification as soon as possible, ratification in 
time for the first League session on January 16, 1920. And 
since the Senate representing the will of the •people, would 
not endorse the League save with reservations, the only thing 
left was for Wilson to abandon his own stubborn insistence 
and allow ratification as the people wanted it. Bryan “would 
rather forego the establishment of an effective League to pre- 
serve world peace,” wrote the Omaha World-Heraldy “than 
surrender his ambition to lead his party this year.”®^ 

The discord between the two men was crystallized in a 
dramatic scene at another Jackson Day Dinner, just eight 
years after the one that had made them friends. Wilson sent 
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a message to the diners, urging that the ratification of the 
League without reservations be made the 1920 campaign 
issue — exactly what Bryan was trying to avoid. The election, 
said Wilson, would then be a great and solemn referen- 
dum. 

Josephus Daniels must have made his old friend’s heart 
swell with pride when he observed at the dinner that “ the 
principle and spirit of the Bryan treaties, expanded and en- 
larged, are embodied in the Treaty of Peace.” Bryan was 
one of the last to be called on, and nothing much was ex- 
pected of him. The company was tired and sleepy and anxious 
to get home. When he arose they regarded him with apathy 
but hardly had he uttered his first words than thej sat up 
and began to listen. His speech resolved itself into a savage 
attack upon the President’s stand, and it is safe to guess that 
the “asperity of his manner” and the “severity of his tone”®® 
were accounted for less by the heat of his convictions than by 
the accumulated bitterness that for years he had been striving 
to deny even to himself. 

At last he was giving vent to the spleen that had been fer- 
menting within him against the man who had elevated him to 
the highest place among his councillors and then proceeded 
in such a manner as to drive him out of that place; the man 
who had won the prize he coveted and for which he had 
striven in vain all his life long. 

Our nation [he concluded] has spent 100,000 precious lives and 
more than $ 20 , 000 , 000,000 to make the world safe for democracy, 
and the one fundamental principle of democracy is the right of 
the majority to rale. It applies to the Senate and to the House as 
well as to the people. A majority of Congress can declare war. Shall 
we make it more difEcult to conclude a treaty than to enter war? 

He spoke till half-past two and left his hearers in such 
agitation that many of them stayed up all night- discussing 
the possible consequences of what had happened. Had a 
mortal blow been dealt to Wilson’s leadership, or could he 
recover? “There were men who went out into the fog and rain 
who cursed the very name of Bryan, calling him Belial or 
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worse; but there were others who nodded their heads in 
satisfaction, saying that Bryan was right and the time had 
come to put an end to his [Wilson’s] mastery.”®^ He has 
“thrust his knife home,” said the Baltimore NewSy “and 
turned it round in the heart of the single great issue on which 
Mr. Wilson sought to prove the control of his party.” 

Bryan continued to turn it round and round. He began an 
intensive campaign against Wilson’s autocracy, taking care 
to disclaim all desire for the candidacy himself, though he 
observed with a wide smile that “Democratic prospects are 
so poor that it would be perfectly natural for the party to 
want to draft me.”®® In April, Wilson had written to the 
Oregon Democrats, asking them to select delegates who 
would back up his position on the League. 

‘“Forgive them. Father, for they know not what they- 
do,’” Bryan prayed. “Broken down in health by the weight 
of cares and anxieties such as have fallen to no other occupant 
of that high office, the chief executive has been denied the 
information essential to sound judgment and safe leader- 
ship.”®® 

Meantime the Eighteenth Amendment had taken effect. 
On the eve of its enactment John Barleycorn was buried with 
impressive ceremonies in the First Congregational Church 
of Washington. At one minute of twelve Bryan arose with 
the tears streaming down his cheeks and uttered the words: 
“They are dead who sought the young child’s life.”®’’ 

And since they were dead, he decided that he might safely 
leave their burial to others. He refused to represent the Anti- 
Saloon League at San Francisco before the conventon. He 
was not anxious to provoke at this critical stage any such 
attentions as the World had been showering on him. “It 
would be unwise for me to go . . , as the representative of the 
Anti-Saloon League. My political work for prohibition has 
been crippled to some extent by the fact that I received 
compensation from the League. If I had had any idea of the 
activity of the wets, I would not have done so.”®® 

He defeated a bitter opposition in Nebraska and went to 
the convention as a del^ate at large with two ambitions: 
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to nominate a dry candidate and to kill the League as a party 
issue. 

He failed to do either. He found the convention a gathering 
of “idolators— office-holding and non-office-holding— whose 
chief object was to glorify the President and obey his com- 
mandments.”® Carter Glass, one of the idolators, introduced 
the League of Nations plank and it was accepted. 

But the big fight came on prohibition. His opponent in 
oratory was Bourke Cockran, an ancient enemy, who in- 
veighed with “his customary vehemence against any attempt 
to promote temperance by law.” Bryan, according to an 
Associated Press dispatch, turned the convention “upside 
down with the magnetism and force of his oratory.” 
When a heckler asked him what interests he represented, he 
cried: “I represent the women and children of America whom 
your damnable traffic would slay.” But it was no use. The 
Democrats, like the Republicans, dodged the issue and the 
platform carried neither a wet nor a dry plank. Bryan did 
succeed, however, in subduing the wets somewhat, for 
Governor Cox of Ohio, the nominee and an acknowledged wet, 
declared himself in favour of strict enforcement of the law. 

“My heart,” mourned William Jennings piteously, if a 
trifle inaccurately, “is in the grave with the dry plank and 
I must pause until it comes back to me.”® 

He lost on the League, he lost on the dry plank, on a plank 
against profiteering, on a plank against military training, on a 
plank against political corruption, on the issuance of a 
national non-partisan bulletin, and on the investigation of 
labour disputes. He went home routed, and for the first time 
in forty years he didn’t make a single speech during the 
campaign. Bryan now had one active adherent. 

He relieved his feelings in fierce onslaughts upon the Presi- 
dent. One barbed shaft after another he hurled at Wilson, 
while he strove to maintain his air of impartial justice. “You 
cannot call me an enemy of Woodrow Wilson. It was my 
peace plan that he took to the Conference. I have helped him 
to become immortal.”^’^ Was it his fault if Wilson couldn’t 
profit by his teaching? “The ideal candidate,” he cried 
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bitterly, “is a man who will let the President direct him on 
every question excepting finance and liquor, and who on 
those two questions will submit his views to the liquor inter- 
ests and Wall Street for revision.” And again: “When the 
United States aided in attacking the arbitrary idea of govern- 
ment in Germany, it was with the hope of banishing it from 
the world, not for the purpose of transplanting it on Amer- 
ican soil.”^- And finally: “I believe in God. Some day I shall 
stand before His Judgment bar, and when I appear there, 
there shall not be upon my head the blood of people slaught- 
ered while I talked politics.”® 

In November, stUl true to the party, he made a special 
trip from Florida to Lincoln to vote for Cox. When the ex- 
pected defeat materialized, he charged Wilson with having 
“laid the foundations for the disaster. . . . The President 
attempted to drive out of public life every Democrat who 
dared to differ from him even in minute details, while he 
made no effort to strengthen the Democrats who made him 
the keeper of their conscience.”® 

He also suggested in all seriousness that Wilson should 
resign at once, “now that the voters have rendered their 
verdict.” Vice President Marshall would then become Chief 
Executive, and after appointing Mr. Harding Secretary of 
State he could also resign. Harding would then be President. 
The verdict of the country would be made effective immedi- 
ately. 

To protests against the -virulence of his attacks on a sick 
man, Bryan answered somewhat illogically that he had 
earned the right, having given Mr. Wilson the peace plan 
that was the “heart of the covenant.”® Besides, he argued, 
“if the President is too sick to be criticized, he is too sick to 
hold office.” 

And so the good Christian who interpreted the Bible 
literally forgot the teachings of his Master, in the heat of 
passion, and emptied the vials of his wrath over his ad- 
versary’s head. 



CHAPTER XXIX 


SIXTY YEARS OLD 

W'HEN midnight struck on March 19, 1920, William Jen- 
nings Bryan was sixty years old. Although an elaborate 
public party had been arranged by the New York drys for 
next day, he decided to celebrate privately beforehand. He 
routed his old friend Henry T. Rainey out of bed and asked 
him over to the Lafayette Hotel. Rainey found Bryan sitting 
among a group of old-time newspaper men, most of whom 
had been through the ’96 campaign with him. At mid- 
night Bryan’s health was drunk in ginger ale, and then 
Bryan made a confession. He spoke of ’96, and later 
Rainey recalled that he said: “You all remember that at that 
time the argument used against me was that I was a young 
man. I always replied that ... my opponent was sixty years 
of age, and that when I attained the age of sixty years I 
expected to retire from public life. I have sent for all of you 
to-night to tell you that when I said that I was mistaken. 
I win be at the San Francisco Convention, and I hope also 
at other conventions.”^ 

With an energy quite remarkable, Bryan resolved to 
function to the end. However weak the body, the spirit re- 
mained willing. 

1920. . . . The Methodists voted to permit dancing. . - . 
Emotional America indulged in acute hysterics over “the 
Reds.” . . . Radio broadcasting started to throw its shadow 
across the Chautauqua. . . . Sinclair Lewis borrowed five 
hundred dollars and wrote Main Street. . . . Europe made 
official peace, with civil war in Ireland and Russia, hysterical 
demands to hang the Kaiser and bitter recriminations among 
the erstwhile Allies. . . . The successful candidate for the 
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Presidency of the United States had epitomized the spirit 
of the times with the word “normalcy.” . . . 

What had William Jennings Bryan to do in this world. ^ 
The word “normalcy” was anathema to W. J. When he had 
first become a national figure there were no movies to while 
away the time and no radio to compete with the appeal of 
public speech making. Main Street was the centre of the 
world, the human norm, and not an object of derision. This 
new world! It required an effort to keep up with it! Bryan 
had not even noticed its coming. 

For twenty-four years he had worked on a national scale 
to make the world a better place to live in. A severe moralist, 
he had never been at a loss as to where the right of disputed 
matters lay. Nor was he entirely a leader of lost causes. The 
majority of his reforms were on the statute books. But his 
fatal weakness was that the bases of his judgment were fixed 
and immutable. However much the outer forms changed, he 
could not believe that one must recast one’s fundamental 
ideas in the light of later information. As a Christian moral- 
ist he was horror-stricken when modern learning began to 
question the foundation of his whole world outlook. In the 
twinkling of an eye he was changed from a moralist seeking 
change to a moralist defending what was. A radical all his 
life, William Jennings was to end his days an ultra-conserva- 
tive. 

But the whole situation was so confusing that Bryan ran 
hither and thithe'r approving here and denouncing there, with 
no clear thread of purpose to integrate his life. He became an 
enraged blind man, contradicting his whole scheme of life on 
occasion and passing from the trivial to the profound with no 
sense that his actions were incongruous. 

One thing, however, seemed to him beyond question. 
Morality and religion were synonymous, and religion meant 
orthodox Christianity and a literal belief in the Bible. At 
forty he had taken down Darwin’s books and “ found several 
important contradictions. The theory has no support in 
nature and paralyzes relipous activityin many intellectuals.”^ 
That was his story and he stuck to it. Evolution was the 
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devil’s doctrine and the Bible was the Word of God. The 
Word of God must be true in every particular, every miracle, 
every explanation of man’s nature and origin. 

“There is more science in the twenty-four verses of the 
First Chapter of Genesis . . . than in all that Darwin vprote.’’^ 

Incontestable proof of the superior validity of the Bible lay 
in the fact that it had been delivered by God to the people 
once and for all. It had endured forever, the centuries had not 
been able to shake it, while scientific works were “guesses 
strung together,” that had “ to be revised and correctec every 
few years.”^ Religion and morals were static, not progressive. 
That was axiomatic. 

No one who has observed Bryan’s mental habits closely will 
be astonished to notice that he saw the “ error ” in Darwinism 
at forty, but put off speaking on the issue for twenty years. 
For one thing, he did not feel that the question had reached 
an acute stage until 1920. By that time he detected the per- 
nicious doctrine at work on the faith of the masses. In earlier 
days it had been the property of the intellectuals, then of the 
college educated, finally it reached the public school teachers 
and through them Tom, Dick, and Harry. 

It was time to strike. 

Furthermore, as he grew older and his place in politics be- 
came more insecure, he found more occasion to be a moralist 
pure and simple. Prohibition was a moral issue. So, to him, 
was woman suffrage. And from morals to religion, was, to 
Bryan, not even a step. Lastly, as old age crept on, Bryan 
wrestled with the spectre of death. He was afraid of death. 
For some reason or other he lived in mortal fear of dying of 
pneumonia.® After a careful examination, the doctors warned 
him that unless he took care he would die of diabetes. Taking 
care meant regulating his ferocious appetite — an exceedingly 
difficult thing to do. And as death crept upon him his hope of 
heaven became a ruling hope. But where would he stand, if 
that hope were snatched from him — and those who were like 
him — by the impious hands of scientists? 

Yet he was hardly able to hew a line, and his last years 
were exceedingly disordered. Only by sheerest accident 
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did his life rise to a grand climacteric. He began to talk 
against evolution in 1921, asking rhetorical questions and 
uttering resounding generalizations. Bryan went in for 
celestial politics. “Was Christ conceived of the Holy Ghost 
and born of a Virgin? Or was he the illegitimate son of an 
immoral woman?”® 

Bryan, in his characteristic fashion, introduced a specious 
sort of logic into his campaign against evolution. He aimed 
his blows at the teaching of it in the publicly supported edu- 
cational institutions. These schools, he reasoned, were the in- 
direct creations of the mass of citizens. If this were true, those 
same citizens could control what was taught in them. Bryan 
assumed that the masses were thoroughly Christian and 
consequently against anything having a deleterious effect 
on Christianity. Since they had, quite rightly, insisted that no 
particular variety of Christian dogma be taught, had not they 
the right to bar a doctrine that struck at the roots, not of a 
variety of dogma but of Christianity itself? They certainly 
did have that right. In essence: “The hand that writes the 
paycheck rules the school.”^ 

The necessity was, then, to convince the masses — or their 
servants, the legislators — that evolution was a destructive 
doctrine. If evolution were freely taught, Bryan argued, the 
masses would cease to believe in the Bible. That sense of 
God’s constant presence that the Bible gave them would in- 
evitably be lost, the bars against sin would be lowered, and 
the pasture of the soul inevitably defiled and destroyed. 

What had evolution to offer in exchange for what it took ? 
Nothing. Ndther a watchdog for the conscience nor any 
other check on the evil inclinations of mankind. Indeed, 
since its promulgators taught that man was descended from 
the apes, one might reasonably conclude that the morals of 
the jungle were acceptable to them. Certmnly the lofty ideals 
of believing Christians were beyond their understanding. 
Had not Mr. John H. Williams of the Chicago Law Enforce- 
ment Commission stated that five out of six criminals in the 
Illinois Penitentiary were college educated?* Did not Mr. 
Harry Elmer Barnes declare, at the University of North 
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Carolina, that *'the great periods of cultural efflorescence 
have been those characterized by a large amount of freedom 
in sex relations, and . . . those of the greatest cultural deg- 
radation . . . accompanied with . . . sex repression and 
purity”?® “It is worth while to inquire,” wrote Bryan, “why 
those in charge of a great institution of learning allow such 
filth to be poured out for the stirring of the passions of its 
students.” But retribution might be left for the Lord. 

“Nietzsche carried the Darwinian theory to its logical 
conclusion and died in an insane asylum.” 

So he inveighed against evolution in The Commoner, and 
delivered stirring speeches in various states where anti- 
evolution bills had been presented to the Legislatuie. In 
Kentucky he attacked Darwinism and the state university 
for teaching it. In West Virginia he addressed the Legislature 
on Science versus Evolution. At Dartmouth he spoke to one 
of the largest and most excited audiences that had ever 
crowded into Webster Hall, and later appeared before mem- 
bers of the college Round Table to continue the controversy. 
For one persistent heckler he offered to buy a Bible; but when 
the offer was accepted on condition that Bryan take 555.00 in 
exchange and buy a copy of The Golden Bough for himself, 
the Commoner backed down.'® His influence helped in the 
passage of both the Florida and the Tennessee anti-evolution 
law, though he urged in each case that no penalty be attached 
to infractions. The moral force of public disapproval, he 
thought, would be punishment enough. 

id if. ^ ^ ^ 

In 1921, because of Mrs. Bryan’s ill-health, the family had 
taken up permanent residence in Florida, and Bryan had 
transferred his citizenship to that state. His passage from the 
scene of Nebraska politics brought peace to the Democratic 
party there, and Gilbert Hitchcock wrote a valedictory 
editorial: 

. . . There are thousands of the graying generation . . . who will 
delight to think of and remember him . . ■. as the Bryan of the 
Nineteenth Century with raven locks, frame of oak, clarion voice. 
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the shining face of an archangel when his hopes were high and his 
ambition pierced the heavens.^’- 

The following year Fairview was turned into a Methodist 
hospital. 

Bryan’s ardour for the salvation of his fellow men flamed as 
high in Florida as in Nebraska. He established an open-air 
Bible class at Royal Palm Park, Miami, to which thousands 
flocked each Sunday. The thought that he was reaching men 
and women who did not customarily go to church delighted 
him. He felt the evangelist’s joy in making conversions. He 
told his audience that the Bible was the repository of all wis- 
dom. It was true in all its parts. It must be accepted without 
reservation. “I would dread to be compelled to set forth 
upon this sea with nothing but the light of my reason to aid 
me.” Nor must it be subjected to the scrutiny of the intellect. 
“The sin of this generation is mind worship.”^^ The heart 
came first, the intellect was secondary. 

It gratified him to know that in addition to those within 
hearing of his voice he was reaching four million people 
through his syndicated talks in the press. It doubtless also 
gratified him that the syndication was bringing him close to 
$ 2,000 a month.^® 

Bryan always had a shrewd business sense. The step from 
orator to realtor was hardly a long one. In Florida his talents 
as a speaker had been engaged to help boom the market. 
“What shall we do with the city that Mr. Flagler conceived 
and of which he laid the foundation? What is our vision of 
what Magic Miami should be? We can best honour the 
name that will be forever dear to the people of Miami by 
giving this beautiful spot a wholesome environment which 
will attract the best citizenship of the nation, and thus make 
permanent the city’s growth and progress.”” He talked daily 
at Coral Gables during the height of the fever. “His subject 
was not real estate,” says Mrs. Bryan, “but he spoke of 
Florida generally, of its advantages and pleasures. This was a 
sparkling little speech which Mr. Bryan enjoyed making, for 
he was full of enthusiasm for his state.”” 
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For these sparkling little speeches he was paid at the rate 
of $ioo a dayd® 

This was a trifle compared with his returns from specu- 
lation in the Florida land market. In 1920 he had admitted to 
a fortune of between $ 250,000 and $ 300 , 000 . During the next 
five years he increased it by $ 500,000 and brought himself 
perilously close to the millionaire class. Things finally reached 
a point where he felt it necessary to defend his accumulation 
of wealth. 

“Can a man . . . amass one million dollps in a lifetime and 
still return an equivalent? I believe so. Ten millions? Yes. 
Can a man amass five hundred million in a lifetime and return 
an equivalent service? I believe it possible. I am not willing 
to set any maximum and still set a limit on a man’s possible 
service to society. He must have felt that his services to 
mankind were easily worth the paltry hundred thousands he 
had salted away. 

As he grew wealthier he tended to agree with his old friend, 
Andrew Carnegie, on the accumulation of wealth and the 
justification a wealthy man should offer to society.^* As he 
grew wealthier he also had shirts made to order on Fifth 
Avenue and discarded his humdrum overcoat for the more 
dashing and romantic cloak, though he still walked along the 
street eating peanuts and leaving a trail of shells.^® And as 
he grew wealthier, his pure passion for the welfare of the 
masses seemed to grow a little muddy. 

Bryanism again compromised by events. 

He deplored the action of the workers during the 1922 
labour strikes, pointing out that the hardships endured by at 
most five million strikers and their families were as nothing 
compared with the suffering their selfishness entailed on 
ninety-five million.®® The workers had no more right than 
the plutocrats to dictate the policies of the country. “Neither 
capitalism backed by an army, nor a class government in the 
control of labor is suited to our institutions. ... All classes 
ought to join together, each individual acting according to 
his judgment and his conscience.” There was a note of caution 
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apparent here, which had been absent from Bryan’s early 
pronouncements on capital versus labour. 

His children worried him. He and his wife had adopted 
their daughter Ruth’s boy, John Baird Bryan, who received 
letters from his grandafther, exhorting him to say his prayers 
and read his Bible every day. The family was grieved by the 
domestic difficulties of William Jennings, Jr., brought on, the 
doctor said, by the younger Mrs. Bryan’s lack of health. 

My Dear Ones AU [wrote young William], I am not going to 
take any action unless it is the only way out. ... I am enclosing 
letters to and from Dr. J. which will inform you of what has trans- 
pired since you left. My last letter from Helen was very encourag- 
ing, in that she expressed appreciation of my loyalty to her and 
her desire to live in harmony with me.^ 

The trouble between them was never adjusted, and though 
Bryan tried hard to effect a permanent reconciliation the 
marriage was finally broken up. One of his favourite lectures 
at this time, which may have been induced by his son’s un- 
happiness, was called: “Is the young man Absolom safe?” 
and dealt with the anxiety of a father’s heart as he watches 
his children mature and become involved in life’s perplexities. 
' He entertained Venizelos, the Greek leader, and Harding 
motored over to see him. He had liked Harding ever since 
the days when, as Lieutenant Governor of Ohio and Chair- 
man of the Marion Chautauqua, the less eminent man had 
offered the distinguished Chautauquan speaker the hos- 
pitality of his home. They understood each other, these 
two, and Bryan commended Harding publicly as a believer 
in the inspiration of the Holy Scriptures. 

For a time William Jennings toyed with the idea of going 
to the Senate. “If the Democrats of Florida feel that as a 
Senator I could render sufficient service to the state, party 
and nation to justify calling upon me to represent them at 
Washington ... I would consider the matter from the stand- 
point of duty in connection with other claims upon me. But 
I have no thought of entering into a contest for the office 
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No friend will expect me at my period of life, when my 
political record is known to all, to solicit support. George 
A. Garden, a winter resident of Florida, wrote to Bryan’s 
daughter Ruth: “The movement is now started. . . . There 
will be sufficient petitioners to induce your father to announce 
his candidacy.” But apparently there weren’t, for nothing 
came of it. Or perhaps Bryan knew that he couldn’t be 
elected and had enough on his hands to keep him busy any- 
way. For in 192.3 he suspended publication of The Commoner, 
giving as his reason that it interfered with work “into which 
circumstances have led me.” 

It was probably his anti-evolution work to which he re- 
ferred, though he may also have had in mind his activities 
in connection with Latin America. In 192.2 he signed an agree- 
ment, to run for two years, with Boaz Long, who had been 
head of the Latin American Division in the State Department 
under Bryan. By the terms of this agreement they associ- 
ated themselves for “the securing for the Central American 
Republics of Guatemala, Salvador, Honduras and Nicaragua, 
or either of them, loans from the United States Government 
for internal developments or the refunding of existing loans, 
and in securing for Salvador and Honduras the sale of 
naval bases in Fonseca Bay to the United States Govern- 
ment.”^ To promote the plan it was necessary for William 
Jennings to share with his partner the task of visiting the 
Central American countries, and pleasant a task as it might 
be, still it took time. 

Moreover, he continued to labour conscientiously as a 
member of the firm of Douglas, O’Bear & Douglas. The firm 
was paid l4,ooo a month to represent Panama’s interests in 
her boundary controversy with Costa Rica, and Bryan’s 
share was a third of the fee.^ They were also engaged by the 
Cuban Ambassador, De la Torriente, in the settlement of the 
Isle of Pines Treaty. And they supported the dictatorship 
of Tinoco of Costa Rica in Washington — ^Tinoco, who was 
said to be the creature of the big oil and banana men. ' 

Their chief concern at the moment was with Mexico, 
where they represented certain Standard Oil subsidiaries 
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and were trying very hard to get the business of the Guffey 
oil interests.^® For they hoped that the resulting prestige 
would attract to them the patronage of British oil companies 
with holdings in Tampico. There were many claims growing 
out of the revolutions that were being pressed against the 
government by English and Americans alike, and the field 
offered excellent opportunities to an ambitious law firm. So 
here was Bryan soliciting, as a member of the firm, the dollars 
of the hated capitalists to line his own pockets. 

The days of his immaculacy lay behind him. 

Yet, whatever part these affairs played in crowding his 
daily routine, they occupied only the edge of his real interest. 
Latin America was alien and far away. Religion was close 
and precious and gave him besides an opportunity for dia- 
lectic on the plane where he felt most at home. A meeting of 
the General Assembly of the Presbyterian Church was to be 
held at Indianapolis in May of 1923. Bryan, appalled to think 
that the General Assembly apparently winked at evolution 
by permitting it to be taught in church schools, went to the 
meeting with a resolution in his pocket that was designed 
to put an end to this outrage. 

The first business before the delegates was the election of a 
new Moderator, and the issue that split them into two raging 
mobs, fundamentalists versus modernists. The choice of the 
fundamentalists was William Jennings Bryan. 

“I ask you to rally for the consecrated Christian layman, 
William Jennings Bryan, and thus to help bring the world 
to the foot of the cross.” 

But the liberals lobbied zealously against him and a one- 
time friend of Bryan’s, Dr. Martin D. Hardin, put the op- 
position candidate. Dr. Charles Wishart, into nomination. 

“I refuse to touch the hand of a man,” said Bryan of 
Hardin later, “who prefers the blood of the beast to the blood 
of the Lamb.”^® 

When the balloting began Bryan withdrew and “sat out- 
side in the front hall, fanning himself. He appeared to be 
extremely nervous.”^^ He ran ahead for the first three ballots, 
but on the fourth his opponent passed him, and when the 
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hard-won victory of Wishart was finally announced it was 
greeted with deafening cheers and salvos of applause. Bryan 
must have recovered from the nervousness which the Times 
correspondent had detected in him, since he endured without 
apparent emotion the demonstration for his rival and listened 
calmly while his election was made unanimous. But when a 
post on a minor committee was offered him he declined 
peremptorily. 

In introducing his temperance resolution he took a whack 
at the Eastern newspapers, those instruments of Satan who 
were trying to howl down prohibition: “I think the only 
Bible verse they know is, ‘The wise men came from the 
East.’ They think that if a reform does not start inJMew 
York it does not amount to anything. But no reform ever 
does start in New YorL’’^^ Without troubling to reconcile the 
last two statements, he presented the resolution and had the 
satisfaction of seeing it unanimously passed. Then came 
the proposal to ban the teaching of evolution from the church 
schools. He held forth for an hour, in a speech described by 
Dr. William P. Merrill as “fiery, witty, impassioned, keen 
and given with all his unrivaled skill as a popular speaker,” 
but “undignified, unfair, and unintelligent ... a regrettable 
exhibition of unrestrained fanaticism.” 

It produced a sensation. The assembled Presbyterians 
yelled and shook their fists, while the Moderator pleaded for 
Christian decorum and reminded them that they were gath- 
ered together in a “court of Jesus Christ.” 

“I am trying to save the Christian Church from those who 
are trying to destroy her faith,” cried Bryan, bewildered 
that here in the very stronghold of religion he should be so 
little understood. But in spite of his high, God-guided pur- 
pose, he failed. His resolution was defeated. When he realized 
it, wrote the Times correspondent, “he sank into his chair 
and looked so pale as to appear almost ill.” 

He recovered sufficiently to present another resolution con- 
demning the views of Harry Emerson Fosdick, which was 
adopted. He comforted himself further by ascribing his 
failure at the convention to machine politics. It had beai 
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dominated by a powerful minority, he asserted, who had 
steam-rollered the anti-evolution resolution, much as a po- 
litical group might have done.^® 

He was sure that ninety per cent, of all Christians dis- 
approved of evolution. What made him so sure, he never 
bothered to tell. 

“I don’t think there is a busier man than I am,” William 
Jennings had told the assembly delegates, with more than a 
trace of Messianic delusion. “I have got to keep the Demo- 
cratic party straight, and I have got to see that prohibition 
is enforced, and I have got to see that religion is defended.” 
He had just done what he could for the last. His labours on 
behalf of the second didn’t meet with the appreciation they 
merited. In fact, an official of the Anti-Saloon League had 
said that he really wasn’t much use because he shied away 
from the League every time a political convention drew 
near.®® 

With one in sight now, the time was drawing near when 
he must give all his energies to keeping “the Democratic 
party straight.” It was generally conceded that he was still 
a power in the party, but an indeterminate one. No one could 
predict how deeply his influence would affect the platform 
or the nomination. He had declared, in 1920, that if McAdoo 
would join the drys, he could easily make himself the leading 
candidate in 1924. McAdoo had joined the drys, and Bryan 
talked kindly of his chances. But before long he was back 
at his old tricks. In January he announced that Dr. A. A. 
Murphree, president of the University of Florida, was his 
candidate. More astonished than anyone else by the an- 
nouncement was Dr. Murphree, to whom Bryan’s tactics 
were a closed book. But his brother politicians, having mas- 
tered something of his own technique, saw in the move a 
scheme to swing Alabama’s twenty-four votes from the wet 
Underwood to the dry and progressive Murphree. Little 
did he know the toughness of Alabama loyalty. 

McAdoo’s chances were believed by many to have been 
ruined because of the Tea Pot Dome scandal that had broken 
six months earlier. He had been retained for five years at 
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$50,000 a year by E. L. Doheny, one of the principal figures in 
the affair, and though he had publicly stated that his work 
had no slightest relation to the Tea Pot Dome business and 
though he had immediately severed his connection with 
Doheny and returned a year’s fee, he couldn t quite get rid 
of the reek of oil. But he remained in the race. 

On Saturday, the twenty-second of a sizzling June, Bryan 
arrived in New York and was immediately engulfed in con- 
ferences. He emerged from an hour and a half with McAdoo 
with a definite statement: “1 am for him. The same forces that 
are lined up against me are lined up against McAdoo. He 
predicted that the liquor and religious issues would be dis- 
posed of peacefully, and that the real fight would come on 
taxation and the tariff. It was probably his wish rather than 
his belief, but Oscar Underwood threw a wrench into the 
works and brought the Klan question into the light of day 
by denouncing that organization in very plain language in 
Monday’s Times. It was impossible longer to evade the 
issue. 

McAdoo went into the fight with the support of the drys, 
the Edan, and William Jennings Bryan! 

And to judge from the sheer volume of enthusiasm that 
greeted Bryan’s appearance at the dinner that night at the 
Commodore Hotel, his support should have been worth hav- 
ing. So busy was he kept shaking hands that he scarcely got 
a chance to eat, which must have been a trial to him. And 
when the feasting was over, the guests stood up on their 
chairs and shouted “B-r-y-a-n! B-r-y-a-n! B-r-y-a-nl” How 
much was sentiment and the moment’s contagion and how 
much rock-bottom faith in the leader, events were to prove. 
The recipient of this tribute smiled in response but said noth- 
ing. 

On Tuesday the sessions began. “It was a hot day and 
Madison Square Garden began to give forth once more, if 
faintly, the atmosphere of the long-vanished circus.”^ 
Senator Pat Harrison made the keynote speech and his 
eulogistic mention of Woodrow Wilson drew the heaviest 
applause of the day. 
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The most important developments of the following day 
were the artificially stimulated ovation for McAdoo, the 
beginning of work by the Resolution Committee, of which 
Bryan was chairman, and the loss of Byran’s watch. The 
committee went into session that day and emerged only as 
the sun was rising Saturday morning. They agreed on a 
League plank with satisfactory reservations. They agreed 
on a prohibition plank that declared for enforcement. Bryan 
and Senator King lost their fight for an immediate decla- 
ration on the independence of the Philippines, but the 
Commoner succeeded in getting in an anti-war plank that 
was the most progressive of the platform. 

What they could not agree on was the Klan. Should it be 
denounced by name or tacitly included in a general reso- 
lution for religious tolerance? Certainly the former course 
would constitute a more powerful corrective against this 
pernicious growth on the body of society, and should have 
recommended itself to so firm a believer as William Jennings 
Bryan in the freedom to worship as one pleased. But by some 
curious phenomenon, the Kdan flourished most vigorously 
among just that element of the population that acknowl- 
edged Bryan leader. These were the people from whom he 
drew his strength; these were the people who were passing 
his anti-evolution bills. They were his friends and he didn’t 
want to call them names. He didn’t want to make bad blood. 
He liked them too well and they were too important to 
him. So he fought against the denunciation of the Klan by 
name. 

By Friday the members of the committee were “drowsy 
from lack of sleep and overwrought.” Early Saturday morn- 
ing, in a “most fervid and tense atmosphere,” with the dead- 
lock unbroken, they decided to present to the convention a 
majority and a minority report — the first declaring for a 
plank to uphold the old constitutional principles of freedom 
of religion, of speech, of press, and of assembly, without 
specific reference to the Klan; the second advocating de- 
nunciation of the Klan by name. As the day broke, William 
Jennings asked John H. McCann, a Catholic, to lead them in 
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the Lord’s Prayer, after which he prayed a prayer of his 
own: 

Our heavenly Father, we come unto Thy presence conscious that 
Thou art infinite m wisdom, love and power, while we are limited 
in knowledge and prone to err. 

Thou dost care for Thy children and hast promised to reveal 
Thyself and Thy will to those whose hearts are open to divine 
suggestion. 

We need Thy counsel, Lord. We are carrying great responsi- 
bilities and dealing with mighty problems that vex and trouble 
us. We are subject to prejudice and passion and unconscious 
bias. 

Cleanse our minds of all unworthy thoughts and purge our hearts 
of all evil desires. Show us Thy ways and help us to know what 
Thou wouldst have us say and do and be. 

We would consecrate ourselves wholly unto Thee and Thy serv- 
ice. “Thy Kingdom come. Thy will be done on earth as it is in 
heaven.” 

Help us to advance in our day and this day the brotherhood 
Thou didst establish; may it include all mankind. 

So guide and direct us in our work to-day that the people of our 
party and of our country and of the world may be better for our 
coming together in this convention and in this committee. 

Bless us, not for ourselves, but that we may be a blessing. We 
ask in Jesus’ name. Amen. 

That day the platform was presented to the convention. 
There was a five-hour debate on the League plank. Newton 
D. Baker argued for ratification without reservations, Bryan 
for the opposite. Bryan won. 

At ten minutes of four he mounted the platform to present 
the Klan plank. Chairman Thomas J. Walsh introduced him 
as “the revered Democrat, William Jennings Bryan.” Most 
of the delegates rose and “cheered him to the echo, but when 
the cheering died away a few hisses were heard.” 

He was a tired man. He had had but three hours’ sleep the 
night before, and not more than an average of three or four 
hours for a week. “All that was left of the old Bryan,” a 
spectator remembered later, “was the fire in his fanatical 
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eyes.”®® But that was enough. It proved the survival of his 
fighting spirit. He precipitated a battle as stormy as any he 
had fought in his long and stormy career. 

“The only difference between those who favored the ma- 
jority report was three words; Ku Klux Klan,” began 
William Jennings. ... He got no further. The galleries, 
packed not with the small town crowds that he understood 
but with city scoffers, wouldn’t let him go on. Shrieks, boos, 
hisses! He waited for a lull. When it came he threw at them 
again the three offending words: “Ku Klux Klan.” 

The result was pandemonium. They hated him — the man 
from the sticks, the small town America, he whose adherents 
were responsible for the Klan, he who refused to allow its 
name to be pilloried. They defied him, they scalded him with 
epithets, they wouldn’t be quieted until Chairman Walsh 
threatened to put them out. Then Bryan was allowed to 
continue with his speech; 

In this country it is not necessary to protect any church. I have 
such confidence in the Catholic Church, which was for fifteen hun- 
dred years my mother church as well as yours, that I deny it needs 
political aid. . . . 

The Jews do not need this resolution. They have Moses, they 
have Elijah, and they have also Elisha, who drew back the curtain 
andjevealed upon the mountain top an invisible host greater than 
a thousand Ku Klux Klans. 

I am not willing to bring discord into my party. . . . Now when 
we are united . . . these people tell us that we must divide our 
party on a religious issue and cease to be a great political force. 

My last objection is that I am not willing to divide the Chris- 
tian Church, because if it is destroyed there is nothing to take its 
place. 

Jew and Gentile, Catholic and Protestant stand for God, on 
whom all religion rests, and Protestant and Catholic stand for the 
Christ. Is it possible that ... at this time, in this great land, we are 
to have religious warfare? ... I cannot believe it. God forbid! I 
call you back in the name of our party. I call you back in the name 
of the Son of God and Saviour of the world. Christians, stop fight- 
ing. Banish the Hymn of Hate; our song must be “Blest be the tie 
that binds our hearts in Christian love.” 
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It probably didn’t matter what he said. The reasoning of a 
Socrates would hardly have moved his hearers from their 
passionate convictions. When the vote was taken Bryan 
won— won by an appallingly close margin; a fraction of a 
single vote. When the result was made known such a bedlam 
of “unearthly noises” broke out as drowned even the 
patriotic melody that the band was trying to play. It was the 
wildest scene that the Garden had witnessed in the memory 
of the generation that took part in it. 

At one-fifty Sunday morning the convention adjourned. 

On Monday the balloting for the Presidential candidate 
began. When the session ended McAdoo had 479 votes, A1 
Smith of New York 30^!. Next day there was a drift toward 
John W. Davis of West Virginia, which Bryan was determined 
to stop. With this object in view he approached the Missis- 
sippi delegates. 

“This Convention must not nominate a Wall Street man, 
he said firmly. “Mr. Davis is the lawyer of J. P. Morgan.” 

“And who is Mr. McAdoo the lawyer for?” a woman dele- 
gate asked. 

“McAdoo never got close enough to Doheny,” retorted 
Bryan, “to get the friendship of Wall Street.” Moreover, he 
told them that Davis couldn’t carry the West, and McAdoo 
— presumably with his (Bryan’s) help — could. The Re- 
publicans would certainly carry the East, which left only the 
South for Davis. And the South, however solid, wasn’t enough 
to elect a President.^ 

But the tide was beyond his control. McAdoo’s strength 
slowly declined, as A1 Smith’s and Davis’s increased. 

“Why don’t you support A1 Smith?” he was asked. “He’s 
certainly a progressive.” 

He answered “coldly and curdy: ‘I am opposed to Smith, 
not because he is a progressive, but because he is wet,’ and 
turned his back.”®® 

Wednesday, on the thirty-eighth ballot, Bryan rose to 
explain his vote. It was the signal for action from the crowd. 
He was still their best butt. He pointed out that the country 
was rich in candidates. There was Murphree of Florida 



SIXTY YEARS OLD 


385 


laughter from the galleries. There was Ralston — E. T. Mere- 
dith — Charles Bryan — hoots and jeers and laughter un- 
restrained. There was Walsh of Montana 

“Come across!” yelled the galleries. “Who’s your man?” 

He told them that the candidate must be dry and pro- 
gressive, he told them that McAdoo had made the progres- 
sive platform possible. 

“Ku, ku, McAdoo — Oil!” they shouted. But when they 
had shouted their heads off he went on. 

“Mr. McAdoo’s retainers had to do with oil in Mexico. If 
any oil has ever tainted William Gibbs McAdoo, the intense, 
persistent, virulent opposition of Wall Street washes all the 
oil away.” 

“Who’s paying you for this?” they wanted to know. “A 
thousand dollars a minute! Roll call!” 

“What this nation wants — ” he thundered against them — 

“Is a good five cent cigar,” suggested some blasphemer 
from above. 

“ — is a man whose heart beats with the common people, 
and we don’t care where he was born or where he lives.” 

But he couldn’t do for McAdoo what he had done for 
McAdoo’s distinguished father-in-law. By Saturday night 
77 ballots had been taken and the deadlock held: McAdoo, 
513; Smith, 368; Davis 765. 

William Jennings hoped that the telegrams would pour 
in from the common people on Sunday and break the dead- 
lock, as had happened in 191a.®® He was disappointed. The 
leaders, with the exception of Bryan, who refrained from 
political activity on the Sabbath, conferred all day, and aU 
the candidates but McAdoo agreed to release their delegates. 

On Monday the shift began. McAdoo dropped below 
Smith and released his delegates on Tuesday to E. T. Mere- 
dith. Meantime a hurried message to Wayne Wheeler had 
brought the information that Davis was satisfactory to the 
League and would be still more so if the Vice Presidential 
candidate were in favour of law enforcement.®^ 

Bryan was in his room at the Waldorf-Astoria, sorting clip- 
pings, when Davis was nominated on Wednesday. He was 
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still a party regular and announced that he would support 
the candidate. In a midnight conference it was arranged that 
Charley Bryan should be Davis’s running mate, and amid 
angry protests he was so nominated at two a. m. Thursday 
morning. It may have been a graceful gesture in William 
Jennings’s direction, but it was not a trade for his support. 
That he had definitely pledged several hours before. 

On Thursday he saw McAdoo off for Europe and left New 
York to join his wife in St. Louis. The treatment he had re- 
ceived at the hands of the New Yorkers rankled in his soul. 
He had been not “applauded, but hissed; not carried on 
shoulders, but in danger of being booted; not smiling, young, 
trim, inspiring and inspired, but hard, set of mouth, dogmatic, 
shrivelled, old and malicious.”®® 

It was growing more and more dismal as the years piled 
up this going home from conventions with shattered hopes, 
to pick up the threads of his routine existence again. 

But presently he was again the good political sport, cam- 
paigning for Davis, certainly with a better will in that he 
was campaigning for Charley at the same time. 

So he invaded California, Oregon, and Washington and did 
what he could; which, judging from results, wasn’t much. 
Davis was defeated and Bryan found consolation in the fact 
that Coolidge and Dawes were men of high character, 
though he went through the familiar motions of assuring the 
liberal politicians that the Democratic party was still the only 
hope of the masses. 

The campaign over, he returned to Florida. Mrs. Bryan’s 
condition was no better. The doctor had pronounced her 
incurable and in desperation she turned to faith healers.®® 
William Jennings continued his operations in Florida real 
estate and, with a smile, sparkled and profited each day at 
Coral Gables. It must indeed have been profitable, if he was 
accurate in his letter to E. L. Lambright, editor of the Tampa 
Tribune, written in April, 1925, in which he estimated his 
fortune at less than half a million. His will disposed of over 
$800,000. Did Florida real estate so prosper him? 

The world had changed. It had pilloried Bryan when it 
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discovered him beneficiary of ^50,000 from Philo Bennett’s 
will. It laughed sarcastically when he became a prosperous 
realtor. 

Material things could not Bghten their depressing days. 
His own health, Mrs. Bryan’s plight, his loss of political 
adherents, led him for the first time to rest. 

On July fifth William Jennings Bryan made his will! 



CHAPTER XXX 

REDEMPTION 

In the name of God, farewell. 

Trusting for my salvation to the blood of Jesus Christ, my Lord 
and Redeemer, and relying on his promise for my hope of resur- 
rection, I consign my body to the dust and commend my spirit 
to God who gave it. 

So WiUiam Jennings Bryan opened his will. 

No conviction or passion in his life had been so important 
to Bryan as his idea of God. He came nearer physical combat 
in his defence of his brand of Christianity than he ever did 
for anything else. Ridicule may have eaten into his soul and 
hastened his death, but even those who shouted loudest that 
he was a fool paid tribute to his sincerity. 

And they shouted! 

To keep in touch with developments in evolution, he 
joined the American Association for the Advancement of 
Science, curiously enough forgetting to sign his check when 
he sent it in.^ At the society’s annual meeting he was roundly 
denounced by Edward L. Rice of Ohio Wesleyan as a menace 
not to science but to religion, for he provoked the students 
to a defiant choice between evolution and Christianity and 
they invariably chose the former. 

'“It is precisely because I am a follower of Christ,” said 
Mr. Rice, “that I most resent the attitude of Mr. Bryan.”* 

Even Luther Burbank took a turn at him. “Mr. Bryan 
is an honoured friend of mine,” he said, “yet this need not 
prevent the observation that the skull with which nature en- 
dowed him visibly approaches the Neanderthal type. Feeling 
and the use of gesticulation and words are more according 
to the nature of this type than investigation and reflection.”® 

388 
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In Tennessee the Anti-Evolution Law he had helped to 
pass was causing an upheaval. Like millions of other people 
in the country, the majority of the population had been 
ignorant of the existence of the evolution theory until Bryan 
had called their attention to its dangers. They had then 
elected to the Legislature on an anti-evolution platform 
John Washington Butler, a slow-moving, slow-thinking 
mountaineer, and he had averted the danger by composing 
and sponsoring the enactment of the Anti-Evolution Bill: 

Be It Enacted, by the General Assembly of the State of Ten- 
nessee, that it shall be unlawful for any teacher in any of the 
universities, normals, and all other public schools in the State, 
which are supported in whole or in part by the public school funds 
of the State, to teach the theory that denies the story of the divine 
creation of man as taught in the Bible, and to teach instead that 
man has descended from a lower order of animals. 

That the law might provoke opposition never entered their 
heads. It was aimed to preserve what everybody valued — the 
Bible and the beliefs grounded therein. Who could find any- 
thing to object to in that? 

Apparently George Rappleyea of Dayton could. He was a 
civil engineer of considerable repute and such general culture 
that “visiting scientists sought him out and found pleasure 
in his company.”^ He saw that a violation of the law, brought 
to the attention of the court, would expose its folly and he 
pointed out to town boomers what a lot of priceless publicity 
the case might bring to Dayton. 

His friend, John Thomas Scopes, a teacher in the local 
high school, admitted violation of the law and was indicted. 
The American Civil Liberties Union had offered to provide 
counsel for any teacher willing to test the law; the state pro- 
vided counsel of its own. 

On May fourteenth the state counsel wrote a letter to 
William Jennings Bryan: 

We have been trying to get in touch with you by wire, to ask 
you to become associated with us in the prosecution of the case 
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of the State vs. J. T. Scopes, charged with violation of the anti- 
evolution law, but our wires did not reach you. 

We will consider it a great honor to have you with us in this 
prosecution. We will have no difficulty in obtaining the consent 
of the attorney general and the circuit judge for you to appear 
in the case.® 

William Jennings hastened to signify his eager willingness 
to help and spent the next two months in preparation, giving 
particular attention to a summing-up speech that was to be 
the flower of his anti-evolutionary eloquence. 

Dayton was agog with excitement. It is a pleasant town, 
lying “in a fat and luxuriant valley. . . . The homes are sur- 
rounded by pretty gardens, with cool green lawns and stately 
trees. The two chief streets are paved from curb to curb. The 
stores carry good stocks and have a metropolitan air. ... A 
few of the town ancients still aflect galluses and string ties, 
but the younger bucks are nattily turned out.”® It was the 
counterpart of a thousand American small towns. 

Over this one on the eighth of July hovered an air of 
festive anticipation, for Bryan was coming to town. Its 
buildings were adorned with banners, signs decorated every 
available flat space. One of them read: 

THE SWEETHEART LOVE OF JESUS CHRIST AND 
PARADISE STREET IS AT HAND. DO YOU WANT TO BE A 
SWEET ANGEL? ITEMIZE YOUR SINS AND INIQ.UITIES 
FOR ETERNAL LIFE. IF YOU COME CLEAN GOD WILL 
TALK BACK TO YOU IN VOICE. 

Clarence Darrow’s agnosticism was an open secret. The 
famous criminal lawyer had volunteered his services to the 
Civil Liberties Union for Scopes’s defence. Friends for years, 
he and Bryan had been finally alienated in 1908. As they 
fought at Dayton it seemed fabulous to remember that 
Darrow had ever supported Bryan. A heaven-sent oppor- 
tunity for William Jennings to battle against a worthy 
opponent for God and Genesis. 

The ears of the whole civilized world were turned to Day- 
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ton. Europe was enjoying the joke on America and the antics 
of its great politician who had “taken personal charge of 
God.” 

Had England forgotten W. E. Gladstone? 

It was an orgy for the modern publicity mongers. They 
made every use of the humorous and dramatic spectacle of 
Blind Justice holding God and the gorilla on her scales. 
Every device for the recording of word and deed had been 
provided — telegraph instruments, radio microphones, mo- 
tion picture men, and America’s foremost journalists. 

Associated with Darrow were Dudley Field Malone, an 
Assistant Secretary of State under Bryan and now an emi- 
nent divorce lawyer; Arthur Garfield Hays, official attorney 
for the Union and prominently identified with liberal legal 
battles; Dr. John Randolph Neal of Tennessee, formerly 
Dean of the University of Tennessee Law School; and later, 
T. B. McAlwee, also of Tennessee. On the side of Bryan and 
the state were A. T. Stewart, Circuit District Attorney; 
General Ben G. McKenzie of Dayton; County Judge J. 
Gordon McKenzie; his son, William Jennings Bryan, Jr.; 
and Sue and Herbert Hicks, local lawyers. 

By wagon, by car, and afoot, the town and country folk 
streamed toward the court house. Mountain farmers and 
small shopkeepers, with their wives and children, “silent, 
gaunt men and women,”^ who feared God and respected 
themselves, filled the benches long before the hour set for 
the opening. John Washington Butler, author of the bill, his 
big frame squeezed behind a press table, breathed a calm 
confidence characteristic of these people. 

They loved and understood Bryan as only kindred souls 
could; they trusted him as they trusted God. They might 
not be able themselves, to cope with these fine city gentry 
who had invaded their lives unasked, and threatened aU 
that they held most dear, but the Lord had raised up a right- 
eous man in their need, to defend them against the inexpli- 
cable attack of an alien host. And they made holiday to 
jwatch him do it. 

The jammed court room had “the atmosphere of a blast 
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furnace.” Judge Raulston came in, smiling, accompanied hy 
his wife and daughters, who carried flowers. The girls were 
pretty and had their stockings rolled.® 

Young Scopes was a slight, inconspicuous figure. Blond and 
good looking, his collar open and his forearms^bare, he might 
have been “ any college senior on a vacation. His childhood 
had been spent in Paducah, Kentucky, and a clergyman 
who had known the family there wrote to Bryan: His 
father . . . was a rank socialist and confirmed infidel . . . his 
influence was all against God, the Bible, Society and the 
United States Government.” It was his day and it was not. 
Two old giants overshadowed him. 

Counsel for the defence was gathered on one side of the 
room and counsel for the prosecution, barring its most dis- 
tinguished member, on the other. 

All were informally coatless as the weather demanded, 
Darrow conspicuous in pongee shirt and blue suspenders. 

Only Malone, conceding nothing of his elegance to the 
heat, shone in double-breasted coat and sartorial perfection. 
Throughout the trial he continued a source of wondering 
admiration to his simple audience, who followed his course 
about the room with craning necks and excited nudges of 
one another’s ribs. 

No stage entrance could have been more carefully pre- 
pared. William Jennings entered late, in a burst of applause. 
Like heavy-weights before the prize fight, Bryan and Darrow 
“stood for a moment chatting, with their hands on each 
other’s shoulders.”® 

William Jennings Bryan on this, the twenty-ninth anniver- 
sary of his Cross of Gold speech was “ an elderly man in baggy 
trousers . . . mostly bald except for a few stringy strands of 
graying hair that hang, a little untidily, over his . . . collar; 
that once superbly clear voice ... a little marred by a slightly 
hissing sound that comes from age’s imperfect teeth; the 
eyes, though they still flash, flash now with rather the cold 
hardness of an old fighter who has been denied success 
rather frequently.”^® 

Every day of the trial Mrs. Bryan was carried into the 
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court room, to sit near her husband. Her presence seemed to 
transform him. 

The court was opened with prayer by the Reverend Mr. 
Cartwright, and while he besought that the Holy Spirit 
might be “with the jury and with the accused, and with all 
the attorneys interested in this case . . . Mr. Harrow, Mr. 
Malone, and Mr. Hays looked steadily through the vdndows 
to where a slight breeze stirred the trees. 

The judge then read the charge and the first chapter of 
Genesis. 

The charge against the defendant was that he had taught 
his pupils that man was descended from a lower order of 
animal, in violation of a state statute forbidding such teach- 
ing. The penalty was the payment of a fine of not less than 
|ioo or more than I 500 for each offence. 

Scopes pleaded not guilty. Technically, the prosecution 
must prove only that Scopes had taught a theory of creation 
that contradicted the Bible. A flaw in the indictment was 
quickly corrected. 

Darrow sought to determine whether expert witnesses on 
the meaning of evolution might be introduced for the defence, 
consideration of which point was postponed until Monday. 
A child, perched on the corner of the judge’s bench,^^ drew 
names for the panel from a hat, and the jury was quickly 
chosen. It was comprised of six Baptists, four Methodists, 
one member of the Church of the Disciples of Christ, and 
one man who belonged to no church.’-® 

Ten were farmers and one of the ten a teacher as well, 
one was a wealthy landowner, and one a shipping clerk. One 
of the Methodists was passed despite his confession that he 
didn’t read the Bible as regularly as he should; but he re- 
mained suspect throughout the trial and was later accused of 
reading the Literary Digest and of owning a banj o. Another ad- 
mitted that he couldn’t read at all. Such as it was, however, 
the jury was chosen and court adjourned over the week-end. 

Dayton was in an uproar, “half a street fair and half a 
religious revival meeting.” Hot dogs, lemonade, and peanuts. 
Hawkers of religious tractsT“Hell and the High Schools,” 
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“God or Gorilla?” Minstrels, black and white, competed 
for the attention of the crowds. When a blind man sang: 
“How Beautiful Heaven Must Be,” the men’s faces softened 
and the women closed their eyes in ecstasy. 

At night, by flaring lantern light, dozens of itinerant evan- 
gelists expounded God’s word with ingenuity and fervour, 
offered to perform miracles, and called upon Him to blast all 

infidels. • <- i 

Salvation was promised through a dozen magic lormulae* 

No sinner but could be saved. One holy man wore a sign on 
his back, proclaiming himself the Bible champion of the 
world; “. . . he had studied the Bible four hours a day for 
thirty-three years and . . . devised a pl^-n of salvation that 
would save . . . even a scientist, a theatre actor, or a pirate 

on the high seas in forty days.”“_ 

Their day of glory was short-lived. On Monday most of 
the licences were revoked, on the ground that these brethren 
were going a trifle too far in their efforts to bring sinners 
to Jesus. 

On Saturday the prosecution issued a statement through 
the press, withdrawing Friday’s agreement to consider the 
admission of scientific evidence. Each side regarded the 
other with growing resentment and “sad incredulity that 
man should be so obtuse.” 

Bryan spent most o? the day on the court-house lawn, toat- 
less and collarless, receiving the hordes of the faithful who 
wanted to shake him by the hand. But he took time to issue 
an independent statement: 

There is no doubt that evolution asserts man’s descent from 
some lower form of life, and no scientific specialists could change 
the law or its meaning, no matter who these specialists might be 
or how many there might be. . . . The people of Tennessee have 
a right to protect the Bible as they understand it. They are not 
compelled to consider the interpretation placed upon it by people 
of other states, whether Christians or scientists or both. 

Moreover, he continued, if witnesses had been brought from 
Tennessee to tell New Yorkers what was harmful for their 
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children, such a step would have been regarded as “offensive 
as well as improper.” The inference was clear. 

Darrow, lying in wait on his bed at the Big House for 
whatever breath of air might stir the sultry atmosphere, 
read the stinging indictment and answered : 

Mr. Bryan’s statement about the rights of Tennessee to protect 
its religion is ambiguous, if he means that any state has the right 
to pass a law which prohibits the teaching of a theory that is con- 
trary to any religion, and in doing so he is flying in the face of every 
state constitution. . . . Whether the scientists come from Tennessee 
or outside, the meaning of evolution cannot matter. Science is the 
same everywhere. The Constitution does not permit the Legisla- 
ture to put a Chinese wall around the State of Tennessee, as Mr. 
Bryan seems to think should be done.“ 

On Sunday morning Bryan preached in the Methodist 
Episcopal Church South, where he was introduced as “the 
ambassador of Jesus Christ Our Lord.”“ In the afternoon he 
said to three thousand on the court-house lawn: 

I am an enthusiast for education, but we have to deal with 
conditions as they are. A religion that didn’t appeal to any but 
college graduates would be over the head or under the feet of 
ninety-nine per cent, of the people. The God I worship is the God 
of the ignorant as well as the God of the learned man. Thank God 
I am going to spend the latter days of my life in a locality where 
there is a belief in God, and in the son of God, in a civilization to 
be based on salvation through blood.'’'' 

A microphone had been installed in the court house with a 
loud speaker on the lawn, preparatory to Monday’s session, 
which started off with a bang. Darrow offered an objection 
to opening court with prayer and Hays suggested that the 
Reverend Mr. C^wright be substituted by a non-funda- 
mentalist minister — a rabbi would do. This drew a horrified 
gasp from the spectators, who were beginning to refer to 
Darrow familiarly as “the infidel.” A daily entry in the court 
record resulted, at Darrow’s request that his objection had 
been duly made. 
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At intervals the high school band of fifty boys and girls 
played selections for the spectators. Bryan was wearing a 
shirt with no sleeves or collar but a stiff bosom, a shirt de- 
signed by Mrs. Bryan and executed by a competent seam- 
stress. H. L. Mencken examined it closely, assuring Bryan 
that he proposed to have one made for himself. 

Ignoring for the moment the question of scientific evi- 
dence, the defence, given an opening by McKenzie, moved 
to quash the indictment on the ground that the law was 
unconstitutional and too vaguely worded to be applicable 
to any specific case. Dr. Neal made the motion, but Darrow 
undertook the burden of support. Beginning with the legal 
technicalities involved, he was soon launched on a discussion 
of the Bible, its origins and interpretation. He was terribly 
in earnest. 

Facing Bryan and a court room bristling with hard-eyed 
antagonism, his shoulders humped and a thumb hitched into 
his blue suspenders, he proceeded to confound every belief 
that his audience held sacred. 

William Jennings “sat silently fanning himself. . . his eyes 
darting fire”^® at his insolent foe. 

The natives listened in stunned amazement, wondering 
perhaps why the Lord in His infinite wisdom hesitated to 
strike the blasphemer dead at their feet. Before he had 
finished, Darrow’s sleeve was ripped out of his sweat-soaked 
shirt, and his eyes were filmed with exhaustion. The court 
adjourned to consider the motion and rendered its decision 
in the negative late next day. 

They settled down to business again on Wednesday. The 
young attorney, Stewart, presenting the case for the prose- 
cution, created a sensation by the brilliance and passion of 
his argument. It was a “cry of anguish from a man who clings 
to a raft of faith in a surging sea of doubt.” 

“I want to know,” he cried, his arms raised above his 
head and his voice shaken, “that beyond this world there is 
happiness for me and for others. Would they have me believe 
that I was a worm and writhed in dust, and that I will go no 
farther when the breath has left my body?” 



{Photograph from JVide World Photos) 

'‘The Sun maybe eclipsed but the Democratic 
Party never/' Bryan at the Eclipse of the Sun in 
1925 in Washington. 





The Judge^s Bench at the Scopes Trial 
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Malone presented the case for the defence. He quoted a 
passage from an introduction that Bryan had written to a 
volume of Thomas Jefferson’s: 

He said in the first place that to attempt to compel people to 
accept a religious doctrine by act of law was to makenot Christians 
but hypocrites. ... He said, too, that there was no earthly judge 
who was competent to sit in a case and try a man for his religious 
opinions, for the judgment of the court, he said, would not be a 
judgment of law but the personal opinion of the judge. What could 
be more true? . . . 

Tell me that Jefferson lacked reverence for religion. He rather 
lacks reverence who believes that religion is unable to defend itself 
in contest with error. He places a low estimate upon the strength 
of religion, who thinks that the wisdom of God must be supplanted 
by the force of man’s puny arm. 

“These words,” said Malone, “were written by the gentle- 
man referred to as the evangelical leader of the prosecution, 
and the defence appeals from the Fundamentalist Bryan of 
to-day to the Modernist Bryan of yesterday.” 

Stewart was on his feet with an objection, in which the 
Court sustained him. But Bryan rose and, speaking for the 
first time since the trial had begun, said: 

“I require no protection from the Court. At the proper 
time I shall be able to show that my position now differs not 
at all from my position in those days.”^® 

The wildest applause the court room had yet heard greeted 
this statement. 

Witnesses were then examined to determine the nature 
of Scopes’s teaching. When the fourteen-year-old Howard 
Morgan was questioned by Harrow as to just what his teacher 
had taught him, the audience was frankly enthralled and 
Bryan, cupping his ear to catch every word, “leaned forward, 
the lines on his square face deepening, his deep-set eyes 
under the arched, imperious eyebrows sparkled with de- 
termination.” Darrow smiled sardonically.®® 

Having established by Howard’s testimony that Scopes 
had indeed taught him the theory of evolution, Darrow 
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called to the witness stand Dr. Maynard M. Metcalf of 
Johns Hopkins. 

“Are you an evolutionist?” asked Harrow. Hardly had 
the words been spoken before Bryan jumped from his seat 
and “planked himself directly in front of chubby Dr. Met- 
calf ... his gaze fixed immovably on the witness. Now and 
then his face darkened and his eyes flashed, but he never 
uttered a sound.”^^ 

The chief purpose in the examination of Dr. Metcalf and 
other experts was to test the admissibility of their evidence, 
and after it had been taken court adjourned. 

Next day Bryan, in his only court room speech during the 
trial, argued against the admission of scientific evidence. 
He addressed himself not to the Court but to the simple 
country folk who listened to him in awed reverence. What- 
ever he was to the world at large, charlatan, time server, 
or simply a pitiful figure that had outlived its day, to the 
people of Tennessee he was still the “flawless, peerless 
leader,” the shining champion of all the virtues. 

I want the Christian people to know [he said], that I am not 
afraid to defend the Christian faith against agnostics. . . . The 
people of this State passed this law. The people of this State knew 
what they were doing when they passed the law, and they knew 
the dangers of the doctrine that they did not want taught to their 
children. And, my friends, it isn’t proper to bring experts here to 
try to defeat the purpose of the people of this State. 

The question is, can a minority in this State come in and compel 
a teacher to teach that the Bible is not true and make the parents 
of these children pay the expenses of the teacher to tell their 
children what these people believe is false and dangerous. 

On page 194 [of Hunter’s Biology] we have a diagram, and this 
diagram purports to give someone’s family tree. Not only his 
ancestors but also his collateral relations. We are told just how 
many animal species there arc. . . . We have circles differing in 
size, according to the number of species in them, and we have the 
guess that they give. . . . 

then we have mammals, 3500, and there is a little circle, 
and a man is in the circle. Find him; find Man ! 

There is the book. There is the book they were teaching your 
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children, teaching that man was a mammal and so indistinguish- 
able among the mammals that they leave him there with other 
mammals. . . . 

Talk about putting Daniel in the lion’s den! How dared those 
scientists put man in a little ring like that, with lions and tigers 
and everything that is bad?®* 

The audience applauded him madly when he sat down, and 
Darrow shrugged in despair. 

Malone rose to the defence. 

“What is this psychology of fear?” he cried. “Why does 
the prosecution demand that the other side should not be 
heard?” Then, his voice softening, “I do not understand it 
in my old chief. I have followed him in many a battle, and 
he never ran away before.” 

But he didn’t linger long on bathos. He pleaded for free- 
dom of education. He pleaded for the right to introduce testi- 
mony which would prove that evolution was not hostile to 
the Bible, and he finished on a note so stirring as to draw 
from his reluctant audience a burst of applause as mad or, 
according to some witnesses, madder than that which they 
had accorded Bryan: 

There is never a duel with truth. The truth always wins and we 
are not afraid of it; the truth is no coward. The truth does not 
need the law. The truth does not need the forces of government. 
The truth does not need Mr. Bryan. The truth is imperishable, 
eternal and immortal, and needs no human agency to support it. 
We are ready. We feel we stand with progress. We feel we stand 
with science. We feel we stand with intelligence. We feel we stand 
with fundamental freedom in America. We are not afraid. Where 
is the fear? We defy it. We ask your Honor to admit the evidence 
as a matter of correct law, as a matter of sound procedure, and as 
a matter of justice to the defence in this case.®* 

When the Court decided next day in a short and stormy 
session that scientific evidence should not be admitted, Har- 
row’s anger blazed uncontrollably. Gone was his urbanity, 
gone his clear-sighted grasp of the situation. He seized 
violently on technicalities. Then, when Judge Raulston 
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threatened to hold him in contempt of court for one of his 
reflections, he told him to go ahead. Having lost on every 
point he tried to make, he left the courtroom with lips 
grimly set. It was evident that he felt he had suffered these 
fools long enough. 

Now, come what would, they should get their deserts as 
soon as he could mete them out! 

Bryan, magnanimous in triumph, expressed his regret 
that the law precluded the introduction of scientific evidence. 
The truth, replied Darrow, was that Bryan didn’t dare put 
his views to the test in the open court. The champion, he 
declared, “who blew the loud trumpet calling for a battle to 
the death has fled from the field.” 

On Sunday Bryan spoke at Sequatchie Valley, twenty 
miles out of Dayton, telling his listeners that the trial had 
proceeded far enough “for us to uncover a gigantic con- 
spiracy among atheists and agnostics against the Christian 
religion. 

Darrow spoke at Chattanooga before the Y. M. C. A. on 
Bryan’s old friend, Tolstoy. 

Scopes went swimming. 

On Monday Darrow, cooled off, apologized to the Court 
and avowed that he had been treated with the fullest 
courtesy. The scientific evidence was read into the record 
for use in a higher court in case of an appeal. 

In the afternoon the proceedings were moved to the lawn, 
for greater comfort and to prevent the collapse of the court 
house under the eager pressure of the crowds. “A rough plat- 
form had been erected. ... On one side . . . were the attorneys 
for the defence, on the other the prosecution; in the middle, 
the Judge’s bench- Below, under the spreading trees, was the 
audience.”^® 

A perfect setting for the trial’s most dramatic scene. Mrs. 
Bryan’s chair had been wheeled out to a place from which she 
could watch her husband’s every move, and her body’s 
rigidity contrasted strangely with the quick lighting and 
darting of her eyes. 

Suddenly, and without consulting his colleagues, Mr. 
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Hays asked the Court if the defence might question 
Mr. Bryan. 

The Court regarded him in dismay, then turned to Mr. 
Bryan. 

By all means, agreed Mr. Bryan heartily, provided he 
might question Mr. Darrow in his turn. Mr. Darrow bowed. 
He would be delighted. 

The jury was excused. An aeroplane whizzed overhead, 
and the Tennessee Christians leaned forward to hear. After 
a momentary confusion — due to the suddenness with which 
the task had been thrust upon him — Darrow began to ques- 
tion Bryan. Bryan’s first answers were given with the sweet- 
ness of a “cooing dove.” 

“You have given considerable study to the Bible, haven’t 
you, Mr. Bryan?” 

“Yes, sir, I have tried to.” 

“Do you claim that everything in the Bible should be 
literally interpreted?” 

“I believe everything in the Bible should be accepted as 
it is given there. Some of the Bible is given illustratively. 
For instance: ‘Ye are the salt of the earth.’ I would not in- 
sist that man was actually salt, or that he had flesh of salt; 
but it is used in the sense of salt as saving God’s people.” 

“ Do you believe . . . that He made ... a fish . . . that was 
big enough to swallow Jonah?” 

“Yes, sir. Let me add: one miracle is just as easy to believe 
as another.” 

The crowd whooped for its champion. 

“You believe the story of the flood to be a literal interpre- 
tation? When was that flood?” 

“I wouldn’t attempt to fix the date.” 

The Court intervened, but Bryan refused to be rescued. 
“These gentlemen,” he said, looking down upon them be- 
nignly, “have not had much chance. They did not come here 
to try this case. They came here to try revealed religion. I am 
here to defend it, and they can ask any questions they 
please.” 

But it wasn’t long before both he and his interrogator be- 
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gan to lose their tempers. They had been on edge for many 
days. "What seemed to Darrow the sheer incredible folly of his 
opponent got under his skin. 

“Don’t you know that there are many old religions that 

describe the flood?” 

“No, I don’t know. The Christian religion has satisfied 
me, and I have never felt it necessary to look up some 
competing religion.” 

Too much for Da.trow! He started to make hash, of Bryan. 
He pelted him with queries like whiplashes. He mocked, 
sneered, buz2ed at his ears like a gadfly. From benignity 
Bryan was moved to irritation. From irritation, to be- 
wildered defiance. As the questioning proceeded Darrow 
leaned over his table, straining his blue galluses, Bible in 
hand, and shot his questions with all the force he could com- 

mand. . 

“Mr. Bryan, could you tell me how old the earth is?” 

“No, sir; I couldn’t.” 

“Could you come anywhere near it?” 

“I wouldn’t attempt it— I could possibly come as near 
as the scientists do, but I had rather be more accurate before 
I give a guess.” 

He clung to the props of his faith. But he was forced to 
admit that he knew nothing of geology, philology, or com- 
parative religions, that the days of creation might really be 
millions of years, that he didn’t know where Cain got his 
wife. 

He glared at Darrow and sought encouragement from the 
throngs scattered open-mouthed over the grass.*® 

Young Stewart could stand the strain no longer. He 
jumped to his feet and condemned the whole procedure as 
illegal. 

“What is the purpose of this examination?” he cried. 

Both men sprang forward, hurling their answers not at 
the questioner but at each other. 

“The purpose is to cast ridicule on everybody who be- 
lieves in the Bible!” shouted Bryan. 

“We have the purpose,” roared Darrow, “of preventing 
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bigots and ignoramuses from controlling the education of the 
United States! And you know it — and that is all!” 

Stewart couldn’t stop them. The Court couldn’t stop them. 
Darrow was speeding ahead, his eyes intent on his goal, and 
he dragged Bryan with him. With each question their pas- 
sions rose visibly higher. With each answer they came nearer 
the breaking point. Bryan was the first to crack. 

“The only purpose Mr. Darrow has,” he cried, his voice 
trembling, his eyes misty with pain as they sought to fix 
themselves on his tormentor, “is to slur at the Bible.” 

“I object to your statement,” shouted Darrow in a fury 
of anger. “I am examining you on your fool ideas, that no 
intelligent Christian on earth believes. 

Bryan’s own faith could be questioned but not shaken. It 
defied analysis. He had intellectualized the tariff, but he 
shook with powerful rage when asked to question the soul. 
Bryan and Darrow, dog’s tooth to bone, fought over God. 

The Holy Bible was buffeted between two fits of temper! 

They leaped at each other. The crowd bellowed in excite- 
ment, and Judge Raulston, pounding violently on his table, 
adjourned the Court. 

Bryan sank into his chair, muttering over and over again, 
“slur the Bible — slur the Bible !”^® 

Next day came anti-climax. Darrow and Bryan were ready 
to go on where they had left off. But Stewart refused to allow 
it, and the Court ruled that yesterday’s testimony be stricken 
from the record as irrelevant. The defendant was being tried 
on a charge of teaching that man was descended from a 
lower order of animal, a fact which had somewhere been lost 
sight of by all concerned. 

Darrow waived his right to a summing-up address, and so 
added the final fillip to Bryan’s discomfiture by depriving 
him of the chance to make the big speech he had been work- 
ing on for two months, and which he had hoped wovild cover 
him with glory. 

Scopes was found guilty and fined $ioo. 

In an unsteady voice but with a natural dignity that won 
for him the respect of friend and foe alike, he said; “Your 
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Honor, I feel that I have been convicted of violating an un- 
just statute. I will continue in the future as I have in the past 
to oppose this law in any way I can. Any other action would 
be in violation of my ideal of academic freedom, that is, to 
teach the truth as guaranteed in our Constitution of personal 
and religious freedom.” 

Bryan had to content himself with a few words: 

Human beings are mighty small, your Honor. We are apt to 
magnify the personal element and we sometimes become inflated 
with our importance, but the world little cares for man as an in- 
dividual. He is born, he works, he dies, but causes go on forever, 
and we who participated in this case may congratulate ourselves 
that we have attached ourselves to a mighty issue.®’ 

Court was dismissed. The lawyers made polite speeches 
to the Judge and to each other, offering and receiving thanks 
for hospitality and courteous treatment. 

Only Bryan sat apart, “looking grim as the tombstone 
of a forgotten king. . . . Presently he rose and moved about 
among the attorneys and the ringside spectators. As he talked 
he smiled, but only with his lips. There was no merriment in 
his eyes.” 

Perhaps he had been counting on the miracle which he 
had dreamed of as off-stage for him all his life. 

No miracle at Dayton. 

Only heat and a disappointed old man, and the futile 
waving of a palm-leaf fan. 

The show was over, but the fight for Bryan had just begun. 
On Wednesday and Thursday he dictated the undelivered 
speech. On Friday he went to Chattanooga to see George 
Fort Milton to arrange for its printing. It was set up at once. 
And that evening William Jennings read the first proof. 

“I feel,” he said, “that this is the mountain peak of my 
life’s efforts.”*® 

He met Mrs. Bryan on Saturday morning just outside 
Chattanooga. She had motored from Dayton and found him 
waiting for her by the roadside, “vigorous and smiling.”®^ 
They went on to Winchester, Judge Raulston’s home town. 
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where they lunched with him and other local celebrities, 
and where Bryan made a speech in the afternoon. 

Then he returned to Chattanooga to correct page proofs, 
while Mrs. Bryan went on to Dayton. There was a place in 
the text that didn’t quite suit him. He inserted: 

“With hearts full of gratitude to God.” 

These were the last words he ever wrote. 

On Sunday morning he returned to Dayton. At eleven he 
and Mrs. Bryan went to church, where William Jennings 
offered a public prayer. During the noonday meal he told 
his wife that a doctor had examined him the day before and 
found him in excellent condition.®^ 

“I never felt better in my life,” he remarked, not once but 
several times. After dinner he made several long distance 
telephone calls, arranging for a vacation in the Smoky 
Mountains the following week. At three he called George 
Fort Milton, to arrange the release date of the speech.®^ 
All his heart and soul were in the details of that speech. 
He had found the perfect note on which to end it: 

Faith of our fathers — holy faith. 

We will be true to Thee till death. 

Then Mr. Bryan lay down to take a nap. Mrs. Bryan was 
in her wheel chair on the porch. They were alone. 

About half an hour later Mrs. Bryan heard her husband 
breathing heavily and became worried. But she could not 
move to go to him.® 

Presently, McCartney, the chauffeur, came and she sent 
him to waken Mr. Bryan. McCartney found his master 
sleeping quietly, as he thought, and did not attempt to waken 
him. Mrs. Bryan was not reassured. She told him to go in 
again and to feel Mr. Bryan’s pulse.® 

There was no faintest stir at the wrist. Mr. Bryan was dead. 
He had died as he slept, of apoplexy accompanied by cerebral 
hemorrhage. 

# 3|c 4 : 

When William Jennings Bryan had stood before Na- 
poleon’s tomb in Paris, his eye was caught and held by a 
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stained-glass window from which Christ looked down upon 
the scene. 

“I do not know,” he commented, “whether it was by 
accident or design that this god of war thus sleeps at the feet 
of the Prince of Peace, but to me it symbolized the victory 
of love over force.” 

What does it symbolize that the humble follower of the 
Prince of Peace lies buried in Arlington Cemetery, that 
tragic shrine dedicated to the memory of those who gave 
up their lives on the altar of the god of war? 
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